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(sic illum fata fbrebant .*) 

T was on the mount Cithaeron, in the pale and misty morn, 
That the hero, young Actaeon, sounded the hunter's horn/ 
Princeliest of pursuers of the flying roe was he. 
Son of great Aristaeus and Theban Autonoe. 
Oaklike in massy stature, and carriage of kingly limb, 
Lo the broad, brave grace, and the fleet, fine might of manhood's 

fair prime in him. 
Grandly browM as a sea-cliff with the curling waves at its base. 
And its storm-haunted crest a tangle of deep, ripe weeds and 
grass. 

And many an Arcadian maiden thought not of a maiden's pride. 
But look'd on the youth with longing, and watch'd as he went, 
and sigh'd. 

And Aegle had proffer'd a jewel that a queen might carefully 
keep, 

For a favouring smile of the hunter, and a touch of his beardless 
lip; 

But never on dame or damsel had his falcon glance made stay. 
And he turn'd from the love-sick Aegle, and tossM her gifts away. 

For where was so soft a bower, or where so goodly a hall. 
As the dell where the echoes listened to the noise of the waterfall ? 
And where was there cheek of woman as lovely to soul and sense 
As the gracious hues of the woodlands in depths of the stately 
glens ? 

And where were there eyes or tresses as gloriously dark or bright, 
As the flood of the wild Alpheus as it pour'd from the lonely 
height ? 

• Ovid, Metamorphoses, III., 176. 
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So the hero, young Actaeon, fled far from the girl-fiird house. 
To rove with the beamy spearshaft through the budded forest 
boughs. 

And sweeter than smiles of Aegle or sheen of her rippling hair. 
Were the heads of his great hounds fawning, or snufling the 
morning air ; 

And to tread by the precipices that down from his feet shore 
clean ; 

And to mark where the dappled leopard was couch'd in the 
long ravine ; 

And to look on the eagle wheeling up peak ward, and hear him 
scream ; 

And to plant strong steps in the meadow, and plash through 

the babbling stream ; 
And to hurl the spear in the thicket, and draw the bow in the 

glade, 

And to rush on the foaming fury of the boar by the dogs em- 
bayed ; 

And ever in midland valley to smell the leaves and the grass, 
Or the brine-scent blown o'er the headlands high up to the bare 
hill-pass, 

Where lovelier far than Aegle, or her eyes' bright witchery. 
Was Morning, born of the marriage of silent Sky and Sea. 

So the hunter, young Actaeon, to the mount Cithaeron came. 
And blew his horn, in the dank white morn, to startle the 
sleeping game ; 

Nor thought, as the pealing echoes were clatter'd from crag to 
crag. 

That FatQ on his trace held him in chase, as a huge hound holds 
a stag. 

By rock and by rift and runnel, by marsh, and meadow, and 
mound. 

He went with his dogs beside him, and marvell'd no game was 
found. 
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Till the length of the whole green gorge, and the grey cliffs 

gleaming on high, 
Rang and re-echoed with horns, and the musical hunting cry. 
And the hounds broke out of the cover, all baying together in 

tune; 

And the hart sprang panting before them along up the lawns 
dew-strewn. 

And a bevy of buskin^d virgins, dove-breasted, broke from the 
bowers. 

With spears half-poised for the hurling, and tresses tangled with 
flowers : 

Their lips, rose-ruddy, disparted to draw their delightsome breath 
For the chase, and the cheer thereof ringing the rapture of 

dealing death — 
The fine heads eagerly lifted, the pitiless fair eyes fixM ; 
The cheeks, flower-fresh, flush'd flower-like, — rich lily, rich rose 

commix'd ; 

The slender feet flying swiftly, the slight shapes rushing like 
reeds. 

When the Thracian breezes of winter descend on the marshy 
meads ; 

So swept they along like music; and wilder'd Actaeon stood. 
Till the last of the maiden rangers was lost in the leaning wood. 

As a Bacchanal starts from slumber, on snowy ridges remote, 
To see o'er the peaks and gorges the silvery moonbeams float. 
So the soul of the youth was smitten with wildest wonder through; 
And a deadly tremor of madness through his quivering members 

flew ; 

And a joy that was almost anguish took hold of his breast and 
brain. 

And he nothing on earth regarded but to see the nymphs again ; 
Though the scorn of their arrowy glances should slay him a 
thousand ways, 

He would die by their merciless sweetness with an open, adoring 
gaze. 
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And she, Diana, their leader, the queen of the greenwood glade, 
The goddess of stainless maidens, herself a stainless maid ; 
Fair sister of sunbright Apollo, they twain being born at a birth, 
Gold-hair*d children of Jove supreme, and lovers and lighteners 

of earth ; 

Phoebe, maiden majestical, sovereign lady most high ; 
Moon, more lovely, more chaste, than all the stars of the sky; 
Cold as the dew on a flower, and pure as the wings of a dove ; 
Divine — the rival of Venus, and more victorious than Love ; 
Ruler of mightiest waters, and couch'd in them night by night. 
And soul of the sunless heaven, laving the world with light; 
And edging the clouds and mountains with splendour, and 

tipping the trees. 
And flying o'er lake and river with brighter feet than the breeze ; 
And at morn with kirtle and quiver a huntress by field and wood. 
The swift overtaker, the certain smiter of hart and of pard 

pursued ; 

Hater of wantons, and shunner of sloth, and fleer of revels and 
feasts, 

And scorner of man through the brutish in man, and lance- 
bearing slayer of beasts ; 
EnamourM of all the freshness that the lonely hills immure. 
And Queen of Honor, and Patroness pray*d to of women pure ; 
Modest maidenliness made perfect, immortal in virgin grace. 
The young Actaeon would see her, and die beholding her face. 

So the hunter wandered hapless, not caring to lift the spear. 
But found not the racing maidens, nor heard in the woods their 
cheer ; 

And weary at last of seeking, he cast him adown to sleep. 
Where joinM a wood and a meadow in greenness heavy and 
deep 

Of the water'd Gargaphian valleys, that spread in the noonday 
heat 

A welcome shelter for sun-scorch'd eyes, a rest for far-travelFd 
feet. 
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So he dream'd^ and lo! in a vision he saw a lovely place 
With boughs overgloom'd, and a river that fell down a rock's 
dark face 

To a basin brimming with crystal, pebble-paved, mossy-quay 'd, 
Fiird with the dusky lustre and broken lights of the glade ; 
For though it was broad a spear-cast and mirrored a space of 
blue. 

The tree-tops caught, and let fall, and caught the streams of 

sun pouring through ; 
And soothed was the scene with silence, and notes of birds far 

away. 

And murmur of leaves, and the constant cadence of cascade 
spray. 

And behold, there came through the thicket Diana, beauti- 
ful-browM ; 

On her forehead a silver crescent that shone through a golden 
cloud. 

And behind came her trooping sisters, unarming apace with glee. 
And flinging buskin and girdle to rock and sheltering tree ; 
And fillets were loosed, and broadly were banner-like locks let 

fly; 

And the dell was sown with snowflakes of swan-white shoulder 
and thigh. 

Here a maiden, gliding downward, stopp'd breathless, as 
she set 

Her small, warm foot, an alighting bird, in the ferns forever wet. 
And here, dishevelPd, half-cover'd in grasses, with timidest 
glance. 

Sat one, as fearful to have unrinded so much hid sweetness at 
once. 

And here paced another, wondering, the sward feeling strange 
to her palm, 

And strange on her shrinking tenderness the forest's breathing 
of balm. 

And here another kneels musing, her slender beauty all bare. 
Fingering faintly the branches that mix with her long brown hair. 
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A head like a glossy chestnut bends under the chestnut frond. 
While blushes like chestnut-blossom a face in the shade beyond. 
And thereby lingers a maiden, her stately shape disarray 'd, 
Yet fain of the clothing dimness of scented leaf-tinted shade. 
And here, disrobed, from the rushes twin laughing sisters arise 
Drawing the vagrant auburn from beaming bosom and eyes. 
And here on her innocent smoothness a maid watched shimmer 
and spin 

The sun-flecks rainM from a breach far aloft where a glory of 
gold broke in. 

And here, where the slope was coated with close moss daintily 
sleek, 

A sweet maid leanM on her elbow round, and touch'd it with 
hip and check. 

And here, on the turf, one flushing at kiss of the delicate air, 
Venus-like, rose from her billowing whirlpool of sea-dark hair ; 
And here, advancing together, dance maids like a wall of white, 
Maid girded with arms of maidens, and dark locks flowing with 
bright; 

Intercaressing delicious slim necks they move in tune, and their 
feet 

Flutter o'er carpeting flowers, and, lily-like, mingle and meet. 
Here, crouched by the brink, a damsel who peers, but suddenly 



To see in the tide beneath her the white of her soft full curves. 
Here steps down a fair girl smiling, lightly borne as with wings, 
Yet, indeed, like a panther stretching, and swift as a pard that 
springs. 

She flies like a cloud of summer, all nakedly bright from the 
wood. 

And with round lovely arms high-tossing, Diana first cleaves the 
flood. 

Through swirling luxurious water, clear-cold, made mad with 
her force. 

With slight neck nervous, with long side shining, she holds her 
course. 
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And the rings of her plunge are broken, the spray of her splash 
borne back 

By the milk-white flight of her maidens, who follow their 

mistress' track ; 
And the pool was gorged in an instant with beauty that sprang 

and swam. 

And struck through the cisternM freshness with arm, and 
forehead, and ham."*^ 
Here a face, pearl-dash'd, rose-radiant, through the surge 
translucent hurls. 
Towing by strong oar-pulses the silken raft of her curls. 
Her hands making silvery fire of the water^s voluptuous crests 
That laugh at the touch of her shoulders and purr at the plunge 
of her breasts. 

Here shoots a luminous body far down, skimming under the 
rocks. 

And follow'd ever by turning trailing snakes of its golden locks. 
And here sculls gently a maiden, her soft back bent for a keel. 
With but lips and eyes over water, and sometimes a ruddering heel. 
And here lies another, drifting, full-stretch*d in her snowy pride. 
Enfolded from ear to ankle — a. marble bar — in the tide. 
And here in the lustrous blackness, that mirrors a wall of rock, 
A swimmer eclipses her fulgent form that makes of the shade 
a mock. 

And sinking in eddies that murmur for pleasure and swirl to 
her throat, 

A damsel with spread arms paddles, and basks in the sunshine 
afloat. 

And here, in a cove over-shadow'd, a soft shape beams from the 
gloom. 

Censer-like shining, and — flower-like — set amid beds that per- 
fume : 

Lily of lilies, and tender mouth of the rose-bud's red and its 
mould. 

And eyes of the violet's purple, and locks of theasphodePs gold. 
* C/. Faerie Quecne, Bk. II. xxvii. 
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And beside her the fluttering ripples, deliciously cool, caress 
The polish'd waists of her sisters who wade to the landing-place. 
And hard by, to a limpid shallow come three, in the depth to 
launch 

A timid swimmer, their captive by ivory middle and haunch. 
At wrist and at neck she catches. They bear her back from 
the bank ; 

She struggles — their laughter echoes — those mischievous maidens 
dank. 

Their arms interlace. Their whiteness is massM like a lily-brood. 
They rear them, and fling them together with glee in the blissful 
flood; 

And while yet the bubbles are bursting, each body and roguish 
face 

Rosed as with recent kisses, comes up from the river's 
embrace. 

Now the hero, young Actaeon, heard the washing water lap 
Round the knees and necks of maidens, and on dainty flank 
and pap. 

And glad girlish voices mingling with the babble of the stream. 
Yet was he but half- delighted, knowing all was but a dream. 
With the effort of a lifetime cramm'd into a moment's throes 
He achieved his fate through torments, and — almost a god — arose, 
Flinging off" the chains of slumber ; nor had longer doubt or care, 
Diana's pure suave contour, the young sunshine of her hair 
Knowing: —even as a god knows the sweet pout of Hebe*s 
mouth 

When she brings the brimming vintage of no earthly vineyard's 
growth 

For the gods to quaff" together; — and his joy had naught of fear. 
Breathing the Gargaphian breezes like a bridegroom's atmo- 
sphere ; 

But for lyres, and friendly voices, and warm scents of orchard 
bloom. 

On Actaeon shone the everlasting glory of his doom. 
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Earth's terrible high mane of the mountain nakednesses^ 
The pastoral green plots in the piny glens* recesses, 
The verdurous descent of the olive-girdled hills, 
The generous air, the salving light, the voluble sweet rills. 
The sunshine frank and flowing, the heaven overbow'd 
With unnumber'd reefs and islands of tender-colour'd cloud. 
The cheerful fields, the bugling winds, the azure-gleaming bays, 
The cordial of clear manhood, the joy of youthful days. 
The temple-crested headlands that rise along the shore. 
Their lover, young Actaeon, left them all for evermore. 

For better than youthful manhood, and better than kingly 
sway. 

And sweeter than happy wedlock, and dearer than shining Day, 
Was to sec the Queen Diana with his soul-filFd maiden eyes. 
And for her sake set his life at stake, and yield it a sacrifice, 
That through all the unending ages the nations of men might 
know 

How above ground a man was found to honour Diana so. 
Thus to the thoughts of the hero disrobed was the virgin 



As the moon disrobes to a glorified lake, dispelling the clouds 
between. 

And the starlike mortal maidens inurn'd in the cool recess 
Were too heavenly pure to blush, himthought, or to know un- 



So the broad Actaeon thrust him through the thicket's emerald 
air. 

And far through the ferns and frondage a tangled creek found 
there. 

Where the oaks towered more majestic, the scents hung sweetlier 
sweet, 

The grass throve thicker and thicker, as feeling Diana^s feet. 
Anemone, crocus, and pansy, in fragrant alleys untrod, 
Bloom'd ever lusher and lusher, as paving the path of a god ; 



queen 
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And hyacinth tufts in the covers made all the undergrowth blue 
As the eyes of the streamlet peeping its naiad-kept lilies 
through. 

And madness shone ever diviner in the hunter's expectant gaze, 
And the air seemed rain-cooPd about him, so fresh were the 
forest ways 

With youngest dew-diamonded herbage, and delicate-burgeoning 
branches. 

And deepening river-sounds opening up to the waterfall's 
glances. 

Suddenly brightenM the water; the flowers of the brim flush'd 
rosier. 

Suddenly looked Actaeon right into the sacred enclosure. 
Suddenly saw he a hundred tapering female shapes lily-pale, 
Pureness of air and water and soul for their only veil. 
And fearless of male eyes gazing, Diana through irised air 
Shower*d the clinging crystal from free-tossing limbs and hair. 
The wave running over her insteps argent, Latona's heaven-eyed 
daughter 

ViewM her unrivaird whiteness beneath in the wavering water ; 
More regally high from the shoulder transparent than all her 

following vestals, 
Statelily purest in virgin beauty, the noblest of the celestials ; 
Musing as muse the immortals upon their unutterable grace. 
Her vein'd high brow bending forward, a brooding light in her 

face. 

Watching the cooing waters that brighten'd and beam'd as they 
passed her. 

Glassing the nude refulgence of delectable alabaster. 

So the hunter, young Actaeon, stood rapt for a little space 
On the edge of the dell, and panted, his marvelling soul in his 
face : 

While upon his temples noble did laurel and cypress meet ; 
Nor could he speak, nor retire, nor totter to fall at Phoebe's feet. 
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And lo, as the gods thus held him, there flashM a sudden 
storm 

Of dazzling splendour and fearful, from Diana's dilated form. 
Serene in high indignation, superb in haughtiest scorn. 
Terrible in its beauty of deadliness heaven-born ; 
That the constellations of maidens shrank scared in the pools 
and nooks 

Nor dared encircle the awfulness of their incensed mistress' 



The small round neck lifting direly the exquisite menacing head. 
The curving nostril, the steel-blue eyeball striking the gazer 
dead ; 

Rejecting his true, pure homage^ — though even her scorn was 
sweet ; — 

Smiting his life into darkness, and driving his dust from 
her feet. 

Purity^s anger, not pitying, even as python-slaying, 
Bent the clear bow against innocence, fitting the arrow un- 
staying. 

But Jove, the wielder of thunder, who smites for the righteous' 
sake, 

Hid the young breath-despoiled hunter, and placed instead in 
the brake. 

To appease the goddess, a roebuck, that bloodied the trampled 



looks. 





COUNT 0*ER THE JOYS THINE HOURS HAVE SEEN, 
COUNT 0*ER THY DAYS FROM ANGUISH FREE. 

To be, or not to be : that is the question : 

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer 

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And by opposing end them ? To die : to sleep ; 

No more ; and by a sleep to say we end 

The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks 

That flesh is heir to, ^tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wishM. To die, to sleep ; 

To sleep : perchance to dream : ay, there 's the rub : 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come 

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil. 

Must give us pause : there *s the respect 

That makes calamity of so long life : 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time. 

The oppressor's wrdng, the proud man's contumely. 

The pangs of despised love, the law's delay. 

The insolence of office and the spurns 

That patient merit of the unworthy takes. 

When he himself might his quietus make 

With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels bear, 

To grunt and sweat under a weary life. 

But that the dread of something after death. 

The undiscover'd country from whose bourn 

No traveller returns, puzzles the will 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have 

Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all ; 
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OXeH3AS A* APA BinS nP02 ON MEFAHTOPA eTMON. 

worepd rt ddpao^ evyeviarepov rpi<fxo 
Tvxf)<; aaeXryov^ roaa <f>lp<av {rrrdrma, 

iXcov 0* aX&pcu, ical Oavoav iirvtp ireaelv; 
ofiotov * olov B' rfSv VTTPtp (f>vyeiv 
TO Br)^l0vfiov Koi rh fivplov alm^ 
&v 55 fipcrrh^ KKripovyp^ ! ov Karcurrpo^ 
rptXXurro^ avrrj, t6 ye 0(w6vff vrntp ireaeiv ; 
'ilXX* oiv {hrvtp TipS' ivvTivi' el fioXjot rivd — 
17 fida-avo^ hrravff * yhp oiv KOi/JL(OfiSvov^, 
irol adfuiTO^ rovh' iKtcvkiaOevra/i ireB&p, 
fjKOi TO)^ av irov wtcrlt^vTa (fydcfiara • 
{Sel Kal fjidX' Skvov *) xal rc^ 6ppa)B&v rdZe 
fjuuepov fflov ra Tn^fmr' i^avrket fila, 
Ta9 yctp K€PTp' alfcurfm al&vo^ OiKojv 
oiaet, rvpdirvoop 0' vfipiv, iv Ze tAv ayav 
aefivwv wpoTrrfXcucca-fiov, ij to Svaruxotk 
IpcoTO^ 5X709, rk TTOT* dvafioXh^ SiK&Vy 
T&v iv reXjei rpvtfyqv re xai Xcucrlcfiara 
rXrffJMV ia^ apert) Kaprepova^ fivecr^ero 
(f>avKa)v inr^ avSp&v, fjv \v<Ti/i irdvr^ov Traprj 
yvfivov ^l^v^ Ixarc ; r&i/S' a')(j3'qi6vtav 
rk &v TOP Sy/cov vTropApoc ^pvy^fievo^ 
IBp&p re icapArtp rov raXcuircopov /Slav, 
el firi Tt rapBi^aeie Kara r^ peprepa^ 
rh^ BwrreKfidpTov^ tcaX Sv<Te^6Bov^ irKdKo^ 
o0€P dpe/cvy^ oiri^ ; €V0dZ' fj <f}pep&p 
opfirj TrKoparcu, Kal ri^ oiv aripyei (twoop 
Kcucok irapovai pJaXKop tf icdi^ oaKoira 
0rjpap airopT^ airei>po^, tiy; So^9 {Jtto 
aTTcheOu&p^ irdpre^ • fi)9 dfieijSofiep 
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And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought, 
And enterprises of great pith and moment 
With this regard their currents turn awry. 
And lose the name of action. 



Phil. I may disjoin my hand^ but not my faith. 

Pand. So makest thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And like a civil war set'st oath to oath. 
Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow 
First made to heaven, first be to heaven perform^, 
That is, to be the champion of our church ! 
What since thou sworest is sworn against thyself 
And may not be performed by thyself. 
For that which thou hast sworn to do amiss 
Is not amiss when it is truly done. 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill. 
The truth is then most done not doing it : 
The better act of purposes mistook 
Is to mistake again ; though indirect. 
Yet indirection thereby grows direct. 
And falsehood falsehood cures, as fire cools fire 
Within the scorched veins of one newly-bum'd. 
It is religion that doth make vows kept ; 
But thou hast sworn against religion. 
By what thou swear'st against the thing thou swear*st. 
And makest an oath the surety for thy truth 
Against an oath. 



Shakespbarb. 



King John hi. x. 



Shakespeare. 
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XpotSs t6S* ap0o<; rod a<f>pvyS)VTo^ Ifiipov, 
TO aadevela^ yXjcopov avraXSAatrofiev • 
&9 ev<rraXi79 irep oiaa xa^la X0701; 

ovpuav ttot' ehpapsv fi irpoOvfiia, 
aircoikeo'ev Sk Kkqiov* afi\afiov^ Bpofiov. 

D. 



eNH2KEI ni2TI2 BAA2TANEI A* Ani2TIA. 

Avacu yap earc Se^idfi, yriartv ap' ou, 
IT, irloTtv ap' &S€ wioTem i^Ophv riOrj^, 
i^arypuoaa^, ©9 "Apr}^ ifi^vkLO^, 
opKotatv opKov Kal Xoyoi/ \070t9 * S* oiv 
& irpSrr^ imjvxov roU deoh, de&v f^era 
ipyafxri' • ^^fi&p, <fyqpX^ avfifiaxo^ yevov 
UpotfTtv, dirrjuxov ycLp vfrrepov XP^^V 
aai/TOv KQT^ V^ov Kal <t€ firf reKelv j(pi<ii)i/ • 
h yap av irpd^eiv fiif /caXA? 6fi(!)fJL0Ka<: 
ij(€i KaX&^ el avv SUrj ireirpa^era^,, 
airpcucTOv oiv ov, 0)9 ireTTpaxivcu KaKov, 
if>v€t fiaXiOTa, fir) ireirparffievov, Sl/crjv. 
TO youv apioTOV, co? 6^' TffiapTr)fjL€Voc(;, 
StTrXw dfiapretv, (tkoXicl B' ovra, r^h* 6fJL&^ 
€v0vvera4,y Koi -^eOSo? iarai yfrvOrj, 
aprrqpUuaiv &(nr€p rjv0pa/c(OfjLivov 
apTi aradevTal^ fcavfjui Kavaew aKo^. 
eirxak BiSgxtiv evai^eui fih Kpdro^;, 
av B' ewe^ela^ avriov KarwfjLoaa^ — 
Koff^ oJ KaLTWfiw^ dvr\ rovBe irpwyimro^, 
TTf^ B' drp€tceUv; iyyvriv rrj^ arj<; riOr)^ 
hrlopKov ev6pfca>/jui. 

C. 



Digitized by 



i6 



dramatic Sanmin. 



OUTSIDE THE CONVENT. 



FAUSTINE. 




**QSeCAUSE bright jewels my fair bosom deck, 
^ And Love's hot lips— close press'd— cling fast to mine 

Because rose-garlands crown, the cups of wine. 
And all Love's ministers are at my beck. 
Think you I mouin — repent — or aught I reck 

How tongues wag ? Think you that I weep and pine, 
Shedding sad tears as bitter salt sea-brine. 
Because his arms lie warm around my neck ? 

Look you ! we live but once — this life I know ; 

No other wot I of beyond the tomb — 
I laugh to scorn your devils down below — 

Your torture-fires — your everlasting gloom ! 
I seek no heaven, I dread no God above, 
I fear no hell, save living without Love \" 



**flSECAUSE my treasure knows nor moth nor rust, 

^Because I live in holy peaceful rest 

In sacred maidenhood on God's own |[)reast. 
And in His loving mercy put my trust. 
Therefore I fear no taint of sin or lust; 
Espoused to Him, in mystic union blest, 
I work unceasingly in His behest, 
Whose ways are pure, and sanctified and just. 



INSIDE THE CONVENT. 



SISTER MARY. 
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He loves me, and no love of man I crave. 
At best 'tis linked with some desire of sin. 

Whilst here I serve Him,— when I pass the grave. 
My Bridegroom waiteth me to lead me in 

To His own place, — Lord Christ, who lovest me, 

Deign to receive my lifers virginity I" 

W. C. K. W. 



E strayed along the shingly shore. 
Me and my second coz ; 
But never not again no more 
Will those days come back to us 1 

We roam'd beside the raging main. 

My second coz and me ; 
But never not no more again 

Shall I ever roam with he ! 

We gazed across the gloomy tide. 

Great tears bedew'd each lid j 
And then committed suicide— 

My second cousin did. 

He sank, like a goblet, into the sea :— - 

So frantic was his state. 
He rush'd with joy on death, did he— 

But I am content to wait. 

O days that come not back to us ! 

Ah, shingle, and O shore 1 
O me, and ah, my second coz ! 

O never again no more ! 

S. fC, c. 
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HY slumbers Gifford ? once was ask'd in vain. 
Why slumbers Gifford ? let us ask again. 
Are there no follies for his pen to purge ? 
Are there no fools whose backs demand the scourge ? 
Are there no sins for Satire's bard to greet ? 
Stalks not gigantic vice in every street ? 
Shall peers or princes tread pollution's path, 
And 'scape alike the law's and Muse's wrath ? 
Nor blaze with guilty glare through future time. 
Eternal beacons of consummate crime ? 
Arouse thee, Gifford ! be thy promise claimed. 
Make bad men better, or at least ashamed 1 

Btron. 




HILD of a day, thou knowest not 
The tears that overflow thine urn. 
The gushing eyes that read thy lot ; 
Nor if thou knewest, could'st return ! 




And why the wish ? The pure and blest 
Watch like thy mother o'er thy sleep ; 
» O peaceful night ! O envied rest ! 
Thou wilt not ever see her weep. 

W. S. Landor. 



" ^tn fo|^0 l^ubt mm.'' 

'^OSNE satos terra contemnit Trossulus ? Esto ; 
) It tua progenies, Terra superba, Gigas. 

W. E. G. 
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fLACCVS ubi est'* dudum frustra, "vigilatne*' rogamuSn 
" Flaccus ubi est magna pellentes voce soporem, 
" Nunc demum dormit^ male quum delirat ubique 
Stultitia, et stulti praebent sua crura flagello ? 

At peccant *' inquis " satira non digna notari/' 
Haud ita : nequities late spatiata superbit 
Per plateas^ regesque luto maculantur eodem 
Ridentes legisque notas irasque Camaenae. 
Suntne parum meriti sceleris lucentia taedis 
Stare mali monimenta viris horrenda futuris ? 
An non iam vigilet sceleratae Bestius urbis^ 
Vt si non Virtus teneat modo Rumor iniquos ! 

W. G. T. 



MINTN0AAIO2 TAP EMEAAEN E2SE20AI. 

3p E, puer, ereptum tenero maturius aevo 

A Non tangunt lacrimae queis tua busta madent : 

Si reditum fletu revocatus fata rogaris, 

Non exorato stant adamante viae. 
Cur tamen has iterum regiones visere quaeras ? 

En vice matema fungitur ille chonis ! 
Ter felix placida compostus pace quiescis, 

Matris cnim fletus non tibi visus erit. 

J. G. M. 



Sirrs ©irgiliana 0n §r. Sr^lumann. 

Eruet ille Argos Agamemnoniasque Mycenas. 

E. S. 
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mt in l§t Stills glig^. 

^FT in the stilly night. 

Ere slumber's chain hath bound me. 
Fond memory brings the light 

Of other days around me : 
The smiles, the tears, of boyhood's years ; 

The words of love then spoken ; 
The eyes that shone, now dimmM and gone ; 
The cheerful hearts now broken. 

When I remember all 

The friends, so link'd together, 
I *ve seen around me fall. 

Like leaves in wintry weather, 
I feel like one who treads alone 

Some banquet-hall deserted. 
Whose lights are fled, whose garlands dead. 

And all but he departed, 

MOORB. 



C0 a ipajet tenuir Critic* 

fOU snubb'd my verse; I praised you then 
For sense and candour shown. 
But gauged your depth more truly when 
I heard you laud your own. 

M. 

iisstj^anasia. 

Bath <f>arfi)v, koX ficuh irvoiw, koX iroXKib voarjaw^ 
o^i /A^j oKK* edavov * ippere irdirre^ o^lov. 

ANTHOLOGy. 
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NTKTA AV H2TXIHN. 

NvKTa Bi* fi(nrxlriv Odfia ttoW ifiol 6p/JLa6H>irn, 
irpiv fi* Sirvov o'etpfj SoXiov KaraSffjo'cu apcu^, 
&pcM)V fiPi^fArj <^<io9 afi<f}ix€€v irporepawv, 
Kovpoavvrf<: av6r>f€i, fieiSij/jtara Bcucpvd 0* afipfj^, 
oik ri iroff 'qBvXoyovf; odpov^ odpiXov iffyrjffo^, 
SfifJLard alryk^epTa, ra vvv <tk6to^ dfi<f)uca\wrr(i, 
KoX <l>p€va^ &9 TOT€ ripy^if; ly(€v vvv 8' f<r;^€t av/iy. 
T0V9 ore /lifivfffuu, roaaov^ iplf)pw; eralpov^ 
TO irplv ofJurjyepiiK, ov9 dfi«\>t'Tre<T(nna^ Sirmrch 
^vW &9 X^^P^ph X^P^^ pKridevT^ ivl &pff, 
&7 tot' ifi€ fylvtp fidXa BrjOvvom ii&Kco, 
o<rr* avk avpnroatov p/wpo^ crpw^rcu ipfjfAov, 
Xapm'dSe^ afiecral, <rri<f>avov Karan-eOvebSne^, 
ifKrpf 8' So auTov Snrw; t^povBo^; %o/9^ etKmwcurr&v. 

I M. 



fNGEN VVM mea te culpantem scripta putabam ; 
Sed laudans melius nosceris ipse tua. 

M. 



FTER many a headache past 
But never a single revel. 
My friends, I am dead at last ; 
And so— you may go to the devil ! 
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SinltmtBm. 

(An Extract from the Vxce-Chancellor's Prize Poem, 1877.) 

^^IL tale expectes : venit induperator in alia 
^^Lectica recubans^ molli comitante caterva 
Eunuchorum : intus dormitat^ sed tamen orhnes, 
Vt si prospiceret, cerdo cum consule^ senri 
Causidicis immixti^ et cum latrone sacerdos^ 
Prosternunt sese. Reverentia nempe potenti 
Rerum debetur vel maxima — praecipue quum 
Densetur multo via delatore. Sed ille 
Felix sorte sua dubio procul, atque beatus. 
Si modo terroris mensa discumberet expers, 
Et biberet lymphae nulla formidine guttam. 
Vnde fit ut nostro perpauci tempore vellent 
Sceptra manu gestare atque inter numina haberi. 

Et nunc forte libet secreta videre tyranni, 
Regalisque cupis tecti penetrare recessus. 
Ergo age ! nec mora sit. Celeres properemus ad aulam, 
Atque ibi dum Caesar redeat sistamus^ et omnes 
Interea vacuis moles lustremus ocellis. 
Pulcra quidem sedes centum praecelsa columnis — 
Turribus exsurgens sexcentis — laeta fenestris 
Innumerabilibus^ subter quas undique rident 
Frondentes saltus, dignique sororibus Afris 
Horti, quos ipse Alcinous livorc tumeret 
Aspiciens. Circum sunt aurea limina^ et extra 
Stat stupefacta inopum pannosa caterva, nec audent 
Per vigiles transire feros. Haec omnia noris — 
Quidquid adest luxus — sceleratis caedibus empta, 
Atque infelicis despecto sanguine vulgi. 
Regia nimirum pulcra est, formosaque moles, 
Sed turpant ipsi reges pulcerrima tecta. 
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Principis hie fratres frustra quid, stulte, requiris ? 
Quid consobrinos, quos multos Caesar habebat 
Dum privatus erat, necdum diademate pressus ? 
Seilicet ignoras animum moresque tyranni. 
Qui iam factus adit templum superosque preeatur 
Ne bona rectori digno demittere nolint, 
Et populo earo — quo dicto fertur ad aulam. 
In solioque sedet lanius sub nomine regis. 
Protinus incipiunt passim resonare querellae 
Per thalamos moestae ; rumpique silentia nodtis 
Planctibus. £n ! acta est vix una diecula, et omnes 
Interiere una fratres aliique piopinqui, 
Herede excepto, tristis cui degitur aetas 
Regifico servo, regali compede vincto, 
Donee clementes dignentur solvere Parcae. 
Ille quidem monstro par est qui ferre propinquum 
Securus potuit spatiantem Caesar in aulis. 
Nec satis est istos occidere : sunt alii qui. 
Nee consanguinei, moverunt principis iram. 
Livid us aspectat congestos aeris acervos 
Nobilis in tecto cuiusdam. Vitrea bilis 
Turgescit dum se privatis comparat arcis. 
" Scilicet imperii ille capax non rector habetur, 
Nec solio dignus, qui sustinet indigus ipse 
Lautis se praeferre'^ — hinc urget dira cupido, 
Hinc vesana fames : nec cessat donee et areas 
Et dorainum rapuit. Peragit cum pyxide ferrum 
Rem sine sudore, et mendicat nobilis heres 
Cum patre thesauris ereptis — 

Acre solo 

Quis possit vesci ? Constant opsonia magno ; 
Nec sine divitiis speranda est ulla voluptas. 
Non vehimur parvo carpentis : regia magno : 
Ipsa gynaeceum quam regia pluris alendum. 
Praemordent aliquid servi ; semper sibi frangunt 
Eunuchi partem, numerosa et avara caterva. 
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Nec ieiuna velit Thymele saltare, nec unquam 
Conveniat mullis ^inoque carere Latino. 
Quae sine boleto regalis caena paratur ? 
Rhombo quid lautus conviva loquetur omisso ? 
Res facienda mihi - faciam quo cunque modo rem. 
Nam sic fata iubent— credo — quae sceptra dedere^ 
Nec frontem vellent inopem diademate cingi,'' 

Sic se defendunt^ ignoscunt sic sibi reges, 
Et quod cunque malum specie virtutis et umbra, 
Vi quasi constricti, faciunt. Sic crimine solo 
Incipit impleri fiscus^ tandemque videtur 
Largus opum princeps et fati munere dives 
lam solio dignus : namque est sicarius ille 
Occidit qui unum^ qui multos induperator. 

E. S. 



fitter C000entrurg* 

(After Schiller.) 




NIGHT^ a sister's true aflfection 
At your service is. 



But I can't upon reflection 

Promise more than this ; 
Calmly can I see thee leaving. 

Calmly coming see ; 
None effect your silent grieving 

Hath at all on me.'' 

Never a word in answer said he, 

DroppM a tear of course ; 
Arms he flung around the lady. 

Legs upon his horse ; 
Summon^ all his jolly Switzers, 

Told them he must go ; 
Bade them, " Pack up all your kits, sirs," 

Went to Jericho. 
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There such skill be sbow*d in sloggin'^ 

That the Turk to tame. 
There was nothing like the Toggen- 

Burger^s awful name ; 
Ever did the foeman find him 

Foremost in the row ; 
Still the girl he 'd left behind him 

Wouldn't be his Jrau. 

Just a twelvemonth did he hold out, 

Couldn't stand it more ; 
From the army then he sold out, 

Voted it a bore ; 
Saw the packet leaving Joppa, 

Ran along the pier ; 
Made the captain " ease her, stop her,*' 

SaiPd to seek his dear. 

Managed, guise of pilgrim under. 
To her door to come ; 

There the news he heard, like thunder. 
Smote his tympanum : 
She you seek is now a nun, sir. 
Gave last night the Church 

Self and chattels every one, sir 
Left you in the lurch." 

Then he left his castle, never 

To approach it more ; 
Hung his armour up for ever, 

Lock'd his stable door ; 
Leaving horse and hauberk there he 

Went incognito ; 
For, yclad he was in hairy 

Penance paletot. 
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Like a dismal Iove-cross*d oyster^ 

Up himself he shut ; 
And hard by his lady's cloister 

Built himself a hut. 
From the morning's early dawning 

Until evensong, 
Never winking, never yawning, 

Sat there all day long. 

As he sat, a dreary satis- 

Faction did he find ; 
Gazing at his lady's lattice, 

Till she raised the blind ; 
Till her mignonette inspecting 

On the window-stool. 
Came she, robe de chambre deck'd in, 

Airy, light, and cool. 

Oh ! it made him almost happy. 

Gazing at her pane ; 
So that after every nap he 

Rose to gaze again. 
Years speed on, and find him gazing. 

Ever gazing find ; 
Waiting patient, past all praising. 

Till she raise the blind. 

Till, her mignonette inspecting 

On the window-stool. 
Comes she, robe de chambre deck'd in. 

Airy, light, and cool, 
fiut one morning somehow odd he 

Seem'd to sit and stare ; 
Woe is me ! 'twas but a body 

Sitting, staring there. 
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And the inquest found the knight had 

Died 'cause he was drove 
Thereunto by unrequited. 

Undigested love. 
But the popular opinion 

Held it a combined 
Visitation dire, of niignon- 

Ette and window-blind. 

O. 



% f 0bje Song. 

HEN noontide's azure turns to gold. 
And evening's gold to grey ; 
When heaven-wrought tapestries enfold 

The throne of parted day ; 
When through the twilight's falling veil 

Peeps out Love's rising star — 
Oh ! fairer than its light I hail 
The light of your cigar. 

When woodbines to the night disclose 

Their trumpet's weight of dew ; 
When lilies droop, and violets close. 

And daphnes breathe — of you ; 
Mid all a sununer night e'er gave 

Of fragrance wandering far ; 
Still, still my aching breast would crave 

One whiff of your cigar. 

E 
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(from a picture painted by miss v. t.) 

FAIR slim boy not made for this world's pain, 
With hair of gold thick clustering round his ears, 
And longing eyes half veiPd by foolish tears 
Like bluest water seen through mists of rain ; 
Pale cheeks whereon no kiss hath left its stain. 
Red under-lip drawn in for fear of Love, 
And white throat whiter than the breast of dove 
Alas ! alas ! if all should be in vain. 

Behind, wide fields, and reapers all a-row 

In heat and labour toiling wearily, 

To no sweet sound of laughter or of lute. 

The sun is shooting wide its crimson rays. 

Still the boy dreams : nor knows that night is nigh. 

And in the night-time no man gathers fruit. 

O. F. OT. W. W. 
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HE air was heavy with greasy vapour ; 

The walls were like cinders ; the floor, of slack : 
The engine-driver came to his labour, 

A good-huniour'd corpulent old coal-sack, 
With a thick gold chain where it bulged the most, 
And a beard like a brush, and a face like a toast, 
And a hat half-eaten by fire and frost, 
And a diamond pin in the folded dirt 
Of the shawl that served him for collar and shirt 

Whenever he harness'd his steed of mettle, 
The shovel- fed monster that could not tire. 
With limbs of steel and entrails of fire; 

Above us it sang, like a big tea-kettle. 

Now, I wouldn't have him think I M note it. 
Much less — ever dream that I wrote it. 

But he came to his salamander toils 
In one of the Devil's cast-off suits. 

All charr'd, and discolour'd with rain and oils. 
And smear'd and sooted from muffler to boots : 
Some wiping, it struck him, his paws might suffer 
With a wisp of threads he found on the buffer; 
(The improvement, indeed, was not very great). 
Then he spat, and pass'd his pipe to his mate. 
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And his whole face laugh'd with an honest mirth, 
As any extant on this grimy earth. 

Welcoming me to his murky region ; 
And had you known him, I tell you this 
Though your bright hair shiver and shrink at its roots, 

O piano-fingering fellow-collegian — 
You would have returnM no cold salutes 
To the cheery greeting of hearty Chris, 
But ungloved your hand, and locked it in his, 

The icy sleet-storm shatters and scatters, 

And falls on the pane like a pile of fetters ; 

He flies through it all with the world's love-letters : 

The master of mighty leviathan-motions 
That make for him storm when the nights are fair. 
And cook him with fire and carve him with air, 

While we sleep soft in the carriage cushions. 
And he keeps watch on the signal red O's. 

Often had Chris over England rolled me ; 

You shall hear a story he told me 
Of tender grace and the dewy meadows : — 



We were driving the down express — 
Will at the steam, I at the coal- 
Over the valleys and villages 1 
Over the marshes and coppices ! 
Over the river, deep and broad ! 
Through the mountain ! under the road ! 
Flying along ! tearing along ! 
Thunderbolt engine, swift and strong, 
Fifty tons she was, whole and sole ! 

I had been promoted to the express : 
I warrant you I was proud and gay. 
It was the evening that ended May, 

And the sky was a glory of tenderness. 



THE STORY. 
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We were thundering down to a midland town — 
It makes no matter about the name — 
For we never stopp'd there, or anywhere 
For a dozen of miles on either side : 
So it ^s all the same — 

Just there you slide 
With your steam shut off, and your brakes in hand^ 
Down the steepest and longest grade in the land 
At a pace that I promise you is grand. 
We were just there with the express, 
When I caught sight of a muslin dress 
On the bank ahead ; and as we passed — 
You have no notion of how fast — 
A girl shrank back from our baleful blast. 

We were going a mile a quarter a minute 
With vans and carriages down the incline, 

But I saw her face, and the sunshine in it, 
I look'd in her eyes, and she looked in mine 

As the train went by, like a shot from a mortar, 
A roaring hell-breath of dust and smoke ; 
And 1 mused for a minute, and then awoke. 

And she was behind us — a mile and a quarter. 

And the years went on, and the express 
Leap'd in her black resistlessness, 

Evening by evening, England through. 
Will — God rest him ! — was found, a mash 
Of bleeding rags, in a fearful smash 

He made with a Christmas train at Crewe. 
It chanced I was ill the night of the mess, 

Or I shouldn't now be here alive ; 
But thereafter the five-o'clock out express 

Evening by evening I used to drive. 
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And I often saw her — that lady I mean 
That I spoke of before. She often stood 
A-top o' the bank : it was pretty high — 
Say twenty feet, and backM by a wood. 

She would pick the daisies out of the green, 
To fling down at us as we went by. 
We had got to be friends, that girl and I, 
Though I was a rugged, stalwart chap. 
And she a lady ! I *d lift my cap, 
Evening by evening, when I *d spy 

That she was there, in the summer air, 
Watching the sun sink out of the sky. 

Oh, I didn't see her every night : 
Bless you ! no ; just now and then. 

And not at all for a twelvemonth quite. 
Then one evening I saw her again. 
Alone, as ever, but deadly pale. 
And down on the line, on the very rail, 

While a light, as of hell, from our wild wheels broke. 
Tearing down the slope with their devilish clamours 
And deafening din, as of giants' hammers 

That smote in a whirlwind of dust and smoke 
All the instant or so that we sped to meet her. 
Never, O never, had she seem'd sweeter ! 

I let yell the whistle, reversing the stroke 
Down that awful incline, and signalled the guard 
To put on his brakes at once, and hard — 
Though we couldn't have stopp'd. We tattered the rail 
Into splinters and sparks, but without avail. 

We couldn't stop ; and she would'nt stir. 
Saving to turn us her eyes., and stretch 
Her arms to us ; — and the desperate wretch 

I pitied, comprehending her. 
So the brakes let oflT, and the steam full again, 
Sprang down on the lady the terrible train — 




She never flinch'd. We beat her down. 

And ran on through the lighted length of the town 

Before we could stop to see what was done. 



Tve run over more than one ! 
Dozens of 'em, to be sure, but none 
That I pitied as I pitied her — 

If I could have stopped, with all the spur 
Of the train's weight on, and cannily — 
But it wouldn't do with a lad like me 
And she a lady — or had been. — Sir ? 
Who was she ? Best say no more of her ! 
The world is hard ; but I 'm her friend — 
Stanch, sir, — down to the world's end. 
This is a curl of her sunny hair 
Set in this locket that I wear. 

1 pick'd it off the big wheel there. 

Time 's up, Jack. Stand clear, sir. Yes; 
We*re going out with the express. 



^pilapfe 0^ » Ccrritr toj^icj^ tomt mab, aub bub 



IC iacet aetemum catulus mihi semper amatus ; 
SS^Hei mihi ! quam subito mors pede corripuit. 
Caelum hausit nascens caeli in cognomine terra; 

Latratus morsu saevior eius erat. 
Sed rabiosus erat, magis ut non pileolorum 
Institor, aut Martis mense ineunte lepus. 
At tibi, cui fuit haud mens sana in corpore sano, 
Vt leve erat cerebrum, sit tibi terra levis I 



W. W, 




W. G. C. 
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HE world's a bubble, and the life of man 
Less than a span ; 
In his conception wretched, from the womb. 

So to the tomb ; 
Curst from his cradle, and brought up to years. 

With cares and fears ; 
Who, then, to frail mortality shall trust, 
But limns on water or but writes in dust. 

Yet whilst with sorrow here we live oppressed. 

What life is best? 
Courts are but only superficial schools 

To dandle fools ; 
The rural part is turnM into a den 

Of savage men ; 
And where ^s a city from foul vice so free 
But may be term'd the worst of all the three ? 

Domestic cares afflict the husband's bed 

Or pains his head : 
Those that live single take it for a curse. 

Or do things worse : 
These would have children ; those that have them moan, 

Or wish them gone : 
What is it, then, to have or have no wife. 
But single thraldom or a double strife ? 

Our own affections still at home to please 

Is a disease ; 
To cross the seas to any foreign soil 

Peril and toil ; 
Wars with their noise affright us ; when they cease. 

We 're worse in peace : 
What, then, remains, but that we still should cry 
For being born, and, being born, to die ? 

Bacon, 
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Jlett, ^etr, nan mis^ros, quam taitxB ^amttitd0 nil tst ! 

^^MNIA bullatac quam sunt sine pondere nugae! 

^CyQuam nihili angustae properata diecula vitae ! 
Materie miser a prima, miser editus alvo, 
Funus obire miser miserum cito pergit homullus. 
A cunis agit omne infaustus et iratis dis 
Aerumna gravis in mediis terroribus aevum. 
Ergo si quis avet mortalia credulus, unda 
Exprimit effigiem, scribitque in pulvere nomen. 
Dum tamen hie aegri in tanto maerore moramiir 
Optima quaenam sit vitae via forte requiras ? 
Stultitiae numquid nisi porticus aula tyranni, 
Vecordum nutrix, vera ratione carentum ? 
Rura rudes habitant, incuiti, pectora bruta; 
Orbe pererrato terrarum ubi viseris urbem 
Vincere quam vitiis non rus fatearis et aulam ? 
Sollicitant secreta domus et amara maritos 
Semper, et infestant genialem plurima lectum. 
Caelibe qui vita degit, sibi castus iniquam 
Fortunam gemit, aut stupris lascivit adulter : 
Progeniem cupit hie ; qui possidct, esse parentem 
Infelix queritur se, atque orbis invidet : ergo, 
Die mihi, quid differt uxorem duxeris an non ? 
Hie sibi vivit onus ; nocet huic sociasse laborem. 
Si natale solum placuitquc domestica cura 
Taedia iam subeunt ; trepidum discrimina versant 
Trans mare qui currit peregrinisque exulat oris. 
Bella truci clangore expallent dissona cives ; 
Instant securae graviora pericula paci. 
Quod superest, quaeso, numquid nisi flere decet nos 
Nascentes, natos incepta.cedere vita? 



J. R. W. 
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(written after a dance.) 

LOOKED in the glimmering mirror 
In the mingled gleam and gloom. 
And I saw her standing beyond me 
At the door of the lonely room. 

For all the guests had departed. 
And the dawn rose grey and chill : 

And the light of the lamp was dying. 
And the sweet dance-music was still. 

Alone by the doorway I saw her. 
In her soft white shimmering dress. 

In the gleam of her maiden beauty. 
And her soul's white loveliness. 

I pass'd by the glimmmng mirror. 
But she did not hear me pass : 

And I only saw her reflected, 

Like a dream, in the gleam of the glass. 

A pale soft dream in the mirror: 

A dim face, far withdrawn : 
A white-robed form in the starlight, 

Like the spirit of light and dawn. 

And lo! as I breathed and watchM her, 

I saw the sweet vision decay. 
And her face, in my breath on the mirror, 

Faintly fading away. 

And I turnM aside for an instant: 
And lo ! from the mirrored pane 

My breath had pass*d, and I saw her. 
Like a spirit glimmer again. 
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And I thought, as I watch'd her shining. 
When the heart's brief music is dumb. 

There are shining souls that await us 
In the strange bright world to come. 

And I thought the world was the chamber : 
And the gleaming mirror was Death : 

And I, as I stood before it. 
Was the shadow of a breath. 

I breathed — a shadow — before it, 

A shadow — a breathing clod ! 
And I thought my darling beyond it 

Was the shining angel of God. 

Standing, white-robed, at the doorway 
Of heaven, to welcome and bless, 

In the gleam of her maiden beauty. 
And her souPs white loveliness. 

And oh, the day will be gracious — 
For on earth we are parted wide — 

When the mirror of Death is broken. 
And we meet at the other side. 

And I hope I shall see her hereafter 
As I saw her there by the door — 

Not changed — but the same for ever. 
And ever, and evermore. 

For I know no face in heaven 

To me will lovelier seem, 
Than hers which I saw reflected 

In the gleam of the glass, like a dream. 



S. K. C. 
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Queen. How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone, 
Of sorriest fancies your companions making ? 
Using those thoughts which should indeed have died 
With them they think on ? Things without all remedy. 
Should be without regard : what 's done is done. 

King, We have scotchM the snake, not kilPd it; 

She '11 close, and be herself; whilst our poor malice 

Remains in danger of her former teeth. 

But let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer. 

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 

In the affliction of these terrible dreams. 

That shake us nightly : better be with the dead, 

Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to peace, 

Then on the torture of the mind to lie 

In restless ecstasy. Duncan is in his grave; 

After life's fitful fever he sleeps well ; 

Treason has done its worst : nor steel, nor poison, 

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 

Can touch him further. 

Sh^kspeare. 
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OI ATTni KAKA TETXEI ANHP AAAHI KARA TETXHN. 

A NT A 22 A '/2vaf, rl aavTOV &h' ipfffuadhrr' €xo>v 
\vyp&v Xoyiarfudp ti^vB' ofuKiav ai^ei^ ; 
tI B' 609 kralpoi^ TotaBe (fypovruriv arvvei 

XPV^ (rvvOavetv; or/*, &V7r€p ovBev &V aKo<;y 

ANA2. "Ea • Tfjv exjiZvav ovk eiravaafiep, fi6vov 

axCaapre^ ov /cr^ivavre^ • 17 Be, rpavfiaTtov 
av/i^w pKeirova' alKiafia, t)}v avrifv itoKav 
opyrjv &v Ic'xpi' * irapafievel B' rjpZv koto^, 
6 BeCKjo^, dpSiv T7JV irplv oppcdB&v en, 
oKK! oZv <f}var€ti>^ Bear fid rtv OTrrapaa'aeTQ), 
mvTq> tcvfcdrm ^aiav, aW o^ko^ X<^p^9 
iBeafjMTcav dapaovaiv airoXaveLV de^i^, 
VTTvov re, Beiv&p t&vB' oveipdrcov Bi)(a, 
OTTola irdo-Tff: wkto^ ixareUi rivd, 
(fyev * fiaXKov &v deXoifn toU (fydtroU /cdra} 
arra^ awot/celv (o{>9 rdcfxp Kotfiav eBei 
O7ro>9 Tvpdwoi^ Befivioi^ Koifiwfieda) 
^ 'v an^xtZaafitp t&vB' axoifi'qrcjv KinroDv 
ireaeiv oXwidv, ov yap oiv avveari Brj 
AvyKavo^ AiBrf ; kovk ap' eic iraKu^KOTtnv 
Piov voaiov ^Belav €v<f}p6v7)v a/yei ; 
69 TovcrxoTOV yap fiXOe rod Beivov 86X09 ' 
ov (fydpfiaK', ov aiBr]po<:, ovk i/jL<f}v\to<; 
ardai^ iTorr\ ovk erraKTO^ al'^/irjTCov <rr6\o9, 
a^atT* av avrov tcop v7njpyfi€P(ov irepa, 

J. F. D. 



Digitized by 



68 

% Song in time jof (Section * 

S0/0 by an Emeritus Professor of M-r-1 Ph-l-s-phy. 
Chorus by Wray Prizemen, Junior Sophisters, and other the Professor's pupils. 
Grand Final Chorus by the Ac-d-m-c C — nc-I. 

SOLO. 

m[OWN with Philosophy neo-Platonical, 

©9 Silence its brag and its nonsense thrasonical ; 

Down with Hume^s Sceptic and Berkeley's Idealist, 

I am the natural Natural-Realist. 

CAorz^— Down with, etc. 

SOLO. 

Real Philosophy 's Epistemonical 
Space it is virtuous; Time it is conical; 
Matter is what I can hit with my fist, you know ! 
Mind — is a sort of a fog or a mist, you know ! 
Chorus — Down with, etc. 

SOLO. 

Germans are preachers of crazy divinity ; 
Plain Common Sense is the straight tip for Trinity; 
All other systems are incomprehensible; 
Mine is the common and plain Common Sensible. 
Chorus — Down with, etc, 

solo. 

Vive orthodoxy and mystic prolixity ; 
Drat Herbert Spencer and Kant and their Fixity; 
Modern professors are nothing but Sciolists ; 
Gnostic Agnostics and Pessimist Nihilists. 
Chorus — Down with, etc. 

• A paper was recently circulated in College, purporting to be an application for 
the chair of Moral Philosophy by one who had already filled it. Those who have 
read the circular, will understand the genesis of the above verses. Those who have 
not, had better read it if thev can get it. They will be converted, as I was. Per- 
haps, they may even think the new Lucretius (my humble self), not unworthy of 
the new Epicurus. At any rate, they will find their philosophical vocabulary aug- 
mented. Episttmological (which the exigencies of rhyme, no less than of etymo- 
logy, force me to call eptstemonkal^ is, as Justice Shallow would say, a good 
phrase. In goddity language itself becomes transcendental —and something more ! 
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SOLO. 

Swell'd with conceit and with pompous profanity 
Comte said his prayers to the Ghost of Humanity ; 
Sinking to Anti-Comte's lowest meridian, 
Darwin for ancestor boasts an Ascidian ! 
Chorus — Down with, etc, 

SOLO. 

Though they should publish ten thousand volumiTia, 
Tracing man's pedigree down to Quadrumana, 
Monkey forefather to prove they would fail o' me. 
Seeing that no one can make head or tail o' me. 
Chorus — Down with, etc. 

SOLO. 

See now what comes of your neo-Platonical, 

Soi'disant sciences, vain and ironical. 

Such is their wild metaphysical oddity. 

Nothing 's their god — or at least is their ooddity ! 

GRAND FINAL CHORUS. 

Down with philosophies neo-Platonical, 
Soi'disant sciences, vain and ironical, 
Propping up practices Ritualistical, 
Backing up theories blank Atheistical, 
Vented by vacuous, vague Transcendentalist, 
Shallow sophistical sick Sentimentalist, 
Rascally Radical Red Revolutionist, 
Ranters of doctrine they call Evolutionist, 
Hankerers after a vile notoriety. 
Foes to Religion and pests of Society, 
Spencers and Mills, Schopenhauers and Leweses, 
Daniel Derondas and husbands of Jewesses. 
These are the folk that run after Idealists : 
Wb are the natural Natural-Realists. 

E. R. 
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(Henry VIIL, Act IIL, Sc. a.) 

fAREWELL, a long farewell, to all my greatness 
This is the state of man : to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow blossoms. 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him ; 
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost ; 
And — ^when he thinks, good, easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a-ripening — nips his root. 
And then he falls as I do. I have ventured, 
Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders. 
These many summers in a sea of glory. 
But far beyond my depth : my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me : and now has left me. 
Weary, and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream that must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye ; 
I feet my heart new opened : O, how wretched 
Is that poor man, that hangs on princes' favours ! 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to. 
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin, 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have ; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. 

Shakspbare. 
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BPPEI TA KAAA. 

HcanKTrarov hri X^P^ irdirrapx^^ xparo^ • 
avinidi^ iari yctp TraOetv jSpor^ roBe — 
tkTrlBo^ ain)K€ aijfiepov tt^v <f>vXKdBa, 
Tji avpiov ridrfkev evar/i)^ XP^^^ 
(fHnvuco/SdiTToi^ T apOeaiv irvKi^ercu * 
atcrprrei rpirdia^ oXAOpui^ 7rayo<; Saxa)v 
pl^tafui ToifSpbf; rtjv cucfitiv yavpcofiaTafv 
KopaSoKovvTo^ ' ttjvIm^ evriOri^ irirvei, 
Ofjujlia Kciryca • teal ykp alpovrtov hep/v; 
^€SXok ivaXlot^ a^povmv iraUbtov SOerfv, 
Oepff mr 6p6ov iroXKa ovpla-a^ ZpopLov 
ovK €9 I3v0<y$ ^p,fierpov etreaov m /cdpa 
apiyeiv, airoppet avra Td^<oyKa)fih/a 
SixoppcvYrjf /ecu vvv Xdrpw yepovr' €/i6 
KOKok r* air€vrr6v7^ i^iStoKe vdp^curw 
avcuBiaiv, KevOp^Actv ay; irejrpwpApoi^. 
<l>€v BvipjoKpavTOi K\rjS6v€^, yipa<; pArrjv, 
airimva^ vpJa^ • irkTrrartu e/xol Kiap 
vorrcuvlov: rpoTTOtatv • w iravaffKio^ 
dvifp {nrCXXcov roiaiv iv riK6^ (Jto/u*. 
ei \vfrapei ydp ri^ tvj(€Ip t&v Koipdvwv 
ifxuSpov nrpocramov, Trfjp/ d<pl^erai t^\o<?, 
aXX' iv pera^xP'lota'iv icrt Zelpura, 
&v ov yvpduce; ovS* ''Apr)^ iir^fioXoi, 
KwSive^ ' ffv ap ouv iricrp iror', ofp^erat 
^>povB6^ t' avekirk 0' w 6 ^oMrf^po^ iraKdi* 

L. D. 
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X HE never yet could answer " No;" 
izDBut we must all allow^ 
Her way of asking charmed us so. 
We never taught her bow. 



Stebff for a Peroirie. 

£R motions all are like the waves that roll 
Shoreward in autumn, broad, and clear, and deep; 
Pebbles that fret the small 
She heeds them not at all ; 
When rough rocks rise to check her tranquil march. 
Her proud neck she doth arch, 
Ripples the laughter of her dauntless soul. 

And scorning triumph, on unswerving she doth sweep. 

Her lips, unschooPd to pedantry, drop pearls. 
Truths that each native impulse makes her own ; 
Scenes she has moved among 
Re-live upon her tongue. 
While feature, pose, and heaving bosom sway 
Our eyes, which cannot stray ; 
MatchM with her, men most eloquent are churls ; 

Medusa's look might chill ; hers would revive the stone. 

She takes our homage as an offering dear ; 
Feigns not to think it slight, nor fears deceit'. 
Her heart hath many a guest. 
With stintless bounty blest. 
Because she knows there is just honour due 
To more than one or two; 
Grave, gay, cold, fervent find a willing ear ; 
We never ask who is— who is not ? — at her feet. 
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Heartless ? or heard I yet a harsher word ? 
Oh ! caviller, 'tis but heartier life I praise. 
A breast to throb, grieve, hope. 
With all within her scope ; 
Must woman guide no aim, no sorrow heal. 
Till she herself reveal 
To one alone, her choice among the herd ? 

Heaven's daylight shines on all, yet wakes no wasting blaze. 

But charms of youth must fade. 'Tis Fate's decree. 
What, then ? The mind within, like Hecla's fire. 
Beneath the snow will burn ; 
And though its force may turn. 
And find new channels, augur thou no ill ; 
For that enthralling will. 
Keen sense, and deep emotion well may be 

Destined to deeds of worth, and eulogies far higher. 

M. 



Cms. 

fHOU art lost to the land of the living. 
My daughter, and vainly I weep, 
For our joys and our loves and our grieving 

Are lighter than visions of sleep. 
Yet I linger with ceaseless complaining. 

In the ways that Proserpina trod. 
Though I know that my daughter is reigning 
The bride of a god. 

And pale as the spirits before her. 

She hears the faint hymns that arise. 
When Tartarus bends to adore her. 

Who rules with implacable eyes ; 
For when Hell's monarch seized her and throned her. 

The flowers of her girlhood were shed. 
And all the wide universe own'd her 

The Queen of the dead. 
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The pomegranate hardened for ever 

The lips that were sweet upon earth ; 
They are beautiful still, but with never 

A savour of mourning or mirth. 
But calm and unaltered she gazes 

With languid, inflexible eyes 
On the horror of desolate places 

Where woe never dies. 

But I am bereaved of a daughter 

Though Hell be possessed of a queen ; 
O meadows of Enna, with slaughter 

Defiled be the pride of your green ! 
Most hateful to me, for you won her 

To wander a perilous way. 
Where the god as an eagle upon her. 

Swept down on his prey. 



fIS not thy features, fine and fair. 
That make me almost worship thee. 
Nor form of perfect symmetry. 
Nor gleamy, wavy, raven hair ; 

For of those charms bereft and bare. 
Thou then might'st be less dear to me ; 

^Tis not thy features, fine and fair. 
That make me almost worship thee ; 

But 'tis the charm of grace they bear. 
That in thine every move 1 see ; 
When fine and fair the feelings be. 

They shed a halo everywhere. 

'Tis not thy features, fine and fair, 

That make me almost worship thee. 



T. W. H. R. 




T G. 
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O, not for thine eye, 
But thy power to love me, 
Which there I descry ; 
No, not for thine eye 
Have I courage to try 

To win love above me ; 
No, not for thine eye. 

But thy power to love me. 




vS'OT for thy glance, the glamour of thine eye, 
GiS) Whose clear, pure beaming, with the stars can vie. 
Yet, glowing sunlike, gild with golden gleam 
Life's greyest scenes to visions of a dream. 
And, wordless, still can more than words imply : 



For Time might drink that sparkling fountain dry. 
And love unwater'd, shrivel, fade, and die ; 
So frail a flower, tho' fair, who could esteem ; 

Not for thy glance. 

While stars stand still and steely in the sky, 
And suns gild, glow, and gloam, we know not why. 
Thine eye enshrines a gem within its beam. 
Whose life-like lustres shadeless, fadeless seem, 
That power to love that in its light doth lie; 

Not for thy glance. 

T. G. 
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ILY mavouraeen, I sec thee before me. 
Fairer than ever with death's pallid hue ; 
Mortal thou art not, I humbly adore thee. 

Yea, with a love which thou knowest is true. 
Lookest thou in anger ? ah, no, such a feeling 

Ne'er in thy too gentle heart had a place ; 
Softly the smile of forgiveness is stealing, 
Eily my own, o'er thy beautiful face. 

Once would my heart with the wildest emotion 

Throb, dearest Eily, when near me wert thou. 
Now I behold thee with deep, calm devotion. 

Never, bright angel, I loved thee as now. 
Though in this world were so cruelly blighted 

All the fond hopes of thy innocent heart. 
Soon in a holier region united, 

Eily mavoumeen, we never shall part. 

Dion Boucicault. 




l^HEN the soft dews of kindly sleep 
' My wearied eyelids gently steep. 
Be my last thought, how sweet to rest 
For ever on my Saviour's breast ! 

Abide with me from morn till eve. 
For without Thee I cannot live ; 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without Thee I dare not die. 



Keble. 
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XAIPE KAI SINA lAAO AOMOI2IN. 

Ef N! tua^ deliciae, pallens mihi surgit imago, 

JJrPulcrior et facies lumine cassa nitet. 

Non mortalis ades, specie sed praedita divum, 

Constantique deam te pietate colo. 
Num mihi succenses ? irasci nescia quondam, 

Dulce caput, — memini — corda fuere tibi. 
Ecce genis risus dulces irrepere cemo. 

Nunc veniam novi te dare, pulchra, tuo. 
Anxia sollicito quondam mihi corda micabant, 

Contremuere mei te veniente sinus. 
At nunc composita tueor te mente, puella, 

Dum novus accrescens me magis urit amor. 
Quanquam dura breves annos tibi fata dederunt, 

Exitioque tuas spes dedit atra dies* 
At mox Elysias dabitur contingere sedes, 

Nos ubi perpetua compede iunget amor. 

E. S. 



ubi defessa sopor mihi lumina tinguit, 
^^Aridus ut tenero rore madescit ager; 
Extremum hoc mediter, defunctum quanta voluptas 

Me manet; aetema posse quiete frui. 
Hoc iuvetp hie animus nuUo mihi tempore desit ; 

Hac nequeo dubios spe sine ferre dies ; 
Haereat haec, utcunque nigris Nox ingruet alis 
Spes> quoniam hac metuo deiiciente mori. 

R. W. W. 
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(from the laureate to the author.) 

fOU tell me how, in thundering speech. 
As tho' you will'd all earth to hear. 
You deem my poems very dear. 
Calf-bound, at six-and-sixpence each. 

You deem them dear : I may not tell : 
I only know I hear you prate, 
Day after day, about the rate 

At which your own effusions sell. 

I prize your worth and boundless wit : 
I hold you great : I know you learn'd : 
I read your volume, and returned 

To him from whom I borrowed it. 

My larger genius holds you high : 
For you, however large your mind. 
Must hold your larger life resign'd 

To live a lesser life than I. 

I chime, but when the public choose : 
You flash from chance-lit fires within : 
We toss : you turn up heads : I win. 

We toss : I turn up tails : you lose. 

You chant at chance, and stock the shops. 
While I retail, with timelier luck. 
For liliputian mouths to suck. 

My literary lollipops. 

A pupil, as my patrons list, 

I write : and they, to win repute. 
Find some fine sense in every foot. 

And see strange charms where none exist. 
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You lie unread : from land to land 
My work, on wings of fashion, flies : 
Each churl some latent charm descries : 

" How grand : how deep : I understand." 



(Concerning the disuse of wine at the Castle Entertainments, tempore Carlisle, and 

the cause thereof. ) 



^i2>Why were you roarin' 
Drunk before our Court's array ? 
Would no place suit you. 
You owdacious brute, you. 
But in Patrick's Hall for to moist your clay? 

Why could you not 

Like a dacent sot, 
At home wid sperrits choice get plisint? 

But in Mulberry shorts 

You must guzzle quarts 
Forenint the ladies, and the Lord Lieutenant. 

Oh ! 'tis you was glorious. 

And thin uproarious. 
As you stow'd away the punch Romaine, 

Till the Polis was called. 

And you were mauled 
Be them, and the galliant Chamberlain. 

Ah ! cruel Horan 

We thirsty mourn ; 
To wine at Court you have put a stop. 

Through your behaviour 

We've learnt the flaviour 
Of lemonade and ginger pop. 



S. K. C. 




w. G. w. 
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OU ask me, wondering^ why I sing. 
And why my lips in laughter part; 
The ripples of my mirth all spring 
From the deep sorrow at my heart. 

A smile is easier than the tear 

That serves to keep sad memories green. 
And always through what was, I hear 

The echoes of what might have been. 




Br OW dear to mc the hour when daylight dies, 
Sl^ And sunbeams melt along the silent sea ; 
For then sweet dreams of other days arise. 
And memory breathes her vespers' sigh to thee. 

And as I watch the line of light that plays. 

Along the smooch wave toward the burning West, 

I long to tread that golden path of rays. 
And think 'twould lead to some bright isle of rest ! 

Thomas Moorb. 



tH ! what avails the sceptred race. 
Ah ! what the form divine ? 
What every virtue, every grace ? 
Rose Aylmer, all were thine ! 

Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes 

May weep but never see, 
A night of memory and sighs 

I consecrate to thee. 

W. S. Landor. 
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AAKPTO£N rBAA2A2A. 

fV nc quacsieris sociem cur carmina chordis, 
Et risus circum cur mea labra volet, 
Ortum qui simulans ipso de (lore leporum 

Ex imo penitus fonte doloris habet. 
Triste quidem risus, sed lacrima tristior aegri 

Volnera qua cordis scissa coire negaiit ; 
Id nequc adest menti fuerat quod amarius olim ; 
Quod, si contigerat, dulce fuisset, adest. 

T. 



ft iuvat bora diem quae vespere pallida condit, 
Solvitque in placidis mobile lumen aquis. 
Somnia turn redeunt suavissima temporis acti 

Et vetus e memori corde resurgit amor. 
Miror et interea, qui trans freta lenta tremiscit 

Lucidus occiduam limes adusque facem. 
Illuc ire aveo ; si qua iacet insula curae 
Finis, eo rutilum ducit, opinor, iter. 

R. W. W. 



!e TEMM ATA quid regum faciunt, quid sanguis luli ? 
SiVcl quid caelestum qualis in ore decor ? 
Quid pietas, morum faciunt]quid mille lepores ? 

Nam, Rosa, contigerant haec bona cuncta tibi. 
Heu I mea te raptam succumbere nescia somno 

Cemere iam nequeunt lumina, flere queunt ; 
Nox aetema mihi mutatur luce, sed ilia 

Plena tui semper plena doloris erit. 

B. 
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" Full many a gem of purest ray serene." 

fONG ago, long ago, 
'Mid the city's hum, 
'Mid the tramp and rush and greeting, 
'Mid the flash of pleasure fleeting. 
Stood a mansion old and dumb. 
Grey and dumb, with narrow casement. 
Broken roof and yielding basement, 

A monument it seem'd. 
Within, with haggard brow and pale. 
Like plant sear'd by the winter gale, 
A poet from the past into the future dream'd. 

Airy dreams, golden dreams. 

Dreams fantastical. 
Dreams that, in that chamber lowly. 
Shed a light of radiance holy. 

Glimmering faint upon the wall. 
And the poet, ever toiling. 
Saw the shadows weirdly coiling 

In shapes before his eyes ; 
Whiles through the antique tapestry, 
Came voices whispering cheeringly. 
And charm'd a prison drear into a paradise. 

Many a time, many a time. 

When the day was dead. 
Children clomb the stair-case winding. 
Groped amid the shadows blinding 

To the chamber dim overhead . 
Peer'd they in with silent wonder. 
Hands entwined and lips asunder; 
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From his oaken chair 
The poet smiled a greeting smile ; 
Crept they adown the mouldVing pile. 
And thus with sable night alone they left him there. 

Slowly down, softly down, 

Droop'd the lingering day ; 
Coldly spreads the dusky gloaming ; 
Infant feet again are roaming 

Through that mansion grey. 
Up the stair unto the chamber. 
As of old, they eager clamber. 

Swift with noisy tread ; 
With features paler than before. 
He sat in silence as of yore. 
But smiled not ^and they knew full well that he was dead. 

Ring ye on, ring ye on. 

Sullen bells of death ! 
Toll for dreams of olden story. 
Toll for thoughts of vision'd glory. 

Fled with mortal's passing breath, 
Ring ye on your changeless ditty, 
Toll into the murmuring city 

For him — and who was he ? 
A jewel gilt in fancy^s glow, 
Of which no man the worth may know 
Till little Time be merged in great Eternity. 



J. P. G. 




! QVO genarum, Pyrrha, decentium 
Flos ille fugit ? Cur oculos prius 
Fulgore vincentes smaragdos 

Languor habet tenerumque collum ? 
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An docta doctis tu quoque virgSnum 
Ascripta turbis^ porticibus paras 
Errare qua pandit severus 

Socraticas Academus umbras, 
Cultrix Minervae nec Veneris memor ! 
Heu ! quanta culpae poena manet simul 
Fraudisque damnatam fugaeque 
Te Cytherea furens reposcat. 
" Ten' " — increpabit sic Dea — " non pudet 
Nustris abuti muneribus ? Manus 
Robiginosis cur libellis 
Tu veterum teris, aptiores 
Per colla amantis Candida fundier ? 
Cur ora vexas mollia barbaro 

Sermone, sub noctem susurros 
Ora prius dare nota lenes ? 
Secto figuras pulvere putidas 
Pallescis amens, quam speculum magis 

Quam plectra quam dulces amores 
Quamque decent hilares choreae ? 
Nunc floret aetas, summa tamen brevis 
Vemi puellis temporis ; haec erit 
Sat docta quae callet fugaci 
Vere suo sapienter uti. 
Delicta poenam maxima maximam 
Poscunt, virentis sed tibi iam satis 
lactura formae, tu Nearchum 
Depositis repetas libellis.'' 
Haec Diva, cesto teque simul suo 
Tangct tepenti ; nec mora dcseret 
Te cura frigentis Minervae; 
Mensque prior tibi tum redibit, 
Mox ille inhaerens artius osculis, 
Insanientem te sapientiam 

Nugasque non dignas puellis 
Crede mihi cito dedocebit. 

B. 
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WINTER SUNSET. 




mSLOOD-RED a sudden splendour fills 
S/The mountains; and the ice-peaks, lit 

With the fierce glory, flare and split, 
And headlong through the craggy hills. 
Flash down in splintering atom-rills. 

Flash down ; or, melting, in a flood. 
Leap into the low vale, while higher 
The fierce sun sets the hills on fire : 
And down below, the cold, white wood 
Seems leaf 'd with burning leaves of blood. 

The hot hill-snows in vapour rise 
Beneath the brazen, blazing sun : 
And all the valleys one by one, 

Roll up an incense to the skies. 

The steam of nature's sacrifice. 

Blood-red in scarlet-shafted spheres 

The huge sun stands : the red-ribbM beams 
Glow round him : some huge king he seems 
Returning, bleeding, from his wars. 
Pierced with a thousand fiery spears. 
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Back reels the simple shepherd^ awed : 
He fears to mark^ in flaming light. 
The huge sun, on the lone hill-height. 

Where never human foot hath trod. 

Stand like the awful form of God. 

He fears : he lifts his horn on high. 
And, " Praise the Lord," in worship, blows : 
And, " Praise the Lord," across the snows. 

And white peaks lit with the red sky, 

A hundred lifted horns reply. 

With the loud voice the woods are stirr'd. 
And the low vale, responsive, thrills : 
And all the everlasting hills 
From chasm to chasm, with one accord. 
Shout to each other, " Praise the Lord." 

On, on, the bugled echoes fly : 

From vale to echoing mountain, on : 
Till now, from lands beside the sun. 
Far lands of light, dim sounds reply. 
Like angels answering from the sky. 

Again, all peace : white snows alone 
Steaming, in purple splendour thawM : 
Like some white martyr slain for God, 
With smoke of stakes about him blown. 
Burning to death without one moan. 

And now, behind the lone hill-height. 
The sun drops ; and the fierce red beams 
Soften to faint and golden gleams. 
And silver-shimmering shades of night, 
Rose-flush'd with lingering hues of light. 
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From skies, where late the huge sun made 
Fierce lights, soft dews descend, and stray 
On each bow'd head ; as who should say, 

" Thy God, in awful form array'd. 

Is God of love : be not afraid.'' 

Far up, on one lone peak, a beam. 
In weak, grey splendour, still abides 
And clings about its cold, wet sides : 
And down below, the dumb, deep stream. 
And wood, in deep, dumb shadows dream. 

Mist-hued the mellow glory lies 
Behind the silver veil of night» 
And melts in dewy-dying light : 
And softly through the deepening skies 
Looks, like the soul through dying eyes. 

The sunset splendours all have died : 
But one last ray still gilds the air : 
I see one shepherd still in prayer : 
I cross the dumb stream's darkened tide. 
And kneel, O Shepherd, at thy side. 

And bless that last soft ray with thee. 
Which now, far-off in Irish night. 
Fills two blue eyes at home with light. 

Nor yet disdains to smile on me. 

Alone in distant Ch^mouni. 



s, K. a 
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toast not b0rit to bit, Immortal ^irb/' 

S Saint Kevin he was walkin' 
By the lake of Glendalough^ 
Twas then he met with King OToole, 

An' he ask^d him for a shaugh, 
Says the King, " You're but a sthranger. 

Sure yer face I niver seen. 
But if ye 've got a taste of weed, 
I 'II lend ye my dhudeen." 

As the Saint was kindlin' up the pipe, 

The Monarch heaved a sigh, 
Says the Saint, " What ails ye, King OToole, 

And are ye goin* to cry ?" 
Says the King, " I had a gandher 

That was given me by my mother. 
But yesterday he cock*d his toe, 

Wid some disease or other.*' 

" Are ye cry in* for your gandher. 

You unfortunate ould goose ? 
Dhry up yer tears, stop cryin', man. 

In that there is no use ; 
But see here, what will you give me 

If yer gandher I revive ?" 
Says the King, " I Ml be yer sarvjnt 

All the days that I 'm alive." 

Says the Saint, " You Ve mighty civil. 

But civility is cheap. 
An* I 'd sooner have a taste of land. 

To pasture my poor sheep. 
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XHN or AOSH2 AXHN. 

Brj Ifiepcu TTopcL Olva Kiivo<; fidirn*; dfxvfuov 
Xlfivfj^, Tip Se ava^ ^vfiffXrjro, fieya^; TvXeiBr)^, 
Tov Si T€ 7rap<lHifi€P0^ fuiirn<; Kr^coBea (f>vXXa 
yr€€ • TOV B' TjiieiBei^ erreiTa ava^ fieyaXtjTcop, 
* */2 f eti/', &yv<oaTO<; S' ifioi iaa^, iirel ovrt dafilt^ei^, 

et Si <T€ 0uXX' 68vvn(f>a0* eXiaOcu 6vfio<: avar/ev, 
ovK ai/cdov aoi /coTKov ifiov papOrjKa Trap^^o). 

^Hfw<; oy' ix vdpdyKO^ iSaiev 0€(rjn£a€<; irvp, 
rrjfio<; veioOev ix KpaZvq^ fiaaiXev^; aT€vd')(iXev, 
Kal fiLP (fHomja-a^ irpoaienrev iidvTL^ dfxv/juoVy 

*iT pd TA vvv 7ro6i€L<; koX SaKpva-oirn eoiKa^. 

Top d\o(f>vp6fjL€Po^ irpo<Ti(\yr} /cpaT€po<; Tv\eLS7]<;, 
')(^p fioi hjPj & pApTi, TOP (Umaae ttotpul fxiyrrjp, 
T€K/Mi^paPTo Si 01 povaop 0€ol alh/ iome^, 
ISpwdf) Sk ireaoDP, %^t5o9 S' ^A'iSoaSe ^i^rj/ce. 

Top S' dirafietlSofjLepo^ TrpoaetfxDPee fjApTi<; dfjLVfjLcop, 
& yriPi ^ TOto? TToBo^ irepl x^^^^ Udpei ; 
iravcat SaKp\r)(i(opf Ta^iox; S* aTroKrjye yooio, 
airro)? fJUiy^tSlay^;, Kai K€p ttoXv icipSiop eXi) • 
el S' cipa flip ^ciyyp'qo'co, airoipd jjlol a^ia Sa}<T€i<; ; 

Top S* dvafiei/So/MCPO^ 7rpo(ri<j>7} KpaTepo^ TvXelBrf<;, 
^axypei, ija) Si xi toi ISico %ttptf rjfmTa Trdirra. 

'/29 <t>dTO • TOP S' apa fidpTt<; dfivfuop dpTiop r]vSa • 
irap(f)dfiepo^ hrieaaL €7nTpo')(dSrjp arfopevei^; 
dXX^ Trapai^ourk iaT^ dpefioiXio^y ovS' dXeyl^o), 
Xp€<i> ye pofiov ifik fidXXop ip ^ <f>iXa firjXa po/nevao). 
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vw ftkv avay^vx^iv iOeXco aoi ipLripov, 
vflfjuepri^ anrdarcu fwl xmofrxio, firjS' d\ull}<rrf<;, 
&ypov, oaovwep avairvewTct^ yj^v dfj^iiroTrjrcu. 

Ainap eireira ^fwvSe ava^ <tvto yr\i^ iptrjpov 
ourofievo^, ^oto ov rikeacu ctto?, d>^ fih/ inrioTf) • 

oTrovoaT^aavTi KiaH>^ iSi^aro yrfva • 
irpSnov jjJkv irripov eS tearipe^a/, hreira Sk %eZ\o9, 
Sti^<r€i9 T 6pvida tcu)^ dvifiouri ^peaOai • 

TrepTTjKOPToyvov • Trpoaiifyr) Se € fidim^ dfivfuov • 

*/2 fiaaiKev, roSe fioi T€fJL€vo<; rifiv', ovSk ydp evpv. 

*OxOi^<ra^ Bk ava^ irpoaieiiri <r€, fiavri Sai^pov • 
1^ <l>tKoif & 'n'o\v<f>dpfiatc' , ipl fJLeydpoi^ yeydaaiv 
vie; ifwl xparepol Oovptv iineifievoc dXjc))v, 
Keia^cu &v xnro X^perl Kv)uvh6fi€vo<i xarcL Koirpov. 

Tov av KcpTOfiioi^ fiduri^ hrUaat, irpoarjvBa • 
& iroTTOL^ ?! fiiya elire^ h icai roi plryi^ov iarcu • 
pia ydp a^cui iravato Kparepom irep vipnedav, 

*Efifjuvrre(o^ avatcra icai vla<i Xoo? edrjKeu, 
r&v K\io<i aa^eoTov vr^oi, hi t€ hrra KoKevvrcu. 

W. R. 



" Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere fidus 
Interpres." 

Hoiu, A. P., 133. 

j ROVIDVS heu frustra praecepit talia Flaccus : 
Hie " verbum verbo redditus ipse perit. 

W. J. T. 
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Now 1 11 revive yer gandher^ 

And make him whole and sound, 

If you '11 give me just the bit of land 
The gandher flies around." 

So the King went tp his palace, 

In haste to fetch the bird, 
Though he hadn't the laste intintion, mind ye. 

Of stickin' to his word. 
When the bird came from the palace, 

The Saint took him from the King, 
And first he touchM him on the beak, 

And then he stroked his wing. 

He whisk'd him high into the air. 

He flew thirty miles around, 
Says the Saint, I *11 thank yer highness 

For that little taste of ground." 
Then the King flew in a passion. 

And he called the Saint a witch. 
And sent off for his six big sons. 

To throw him in the ditch. 

" Nabocklish ! cried Saint Kevin, 

" I '11 soon settle them young urchins.*' 

So he turnM the King and his six sons 
Into the Seven Churches. 

Anon. 



WSiaxb for tonrb from ^omt: t\it abt% literalls 
btxBx&tb,'* fflKlliam Cfeormas C^orntnn. 

WlONE "word for word" to death, so Horace dies, 
®9 His warning vain ! and here the poet lies. 

W. J. T. 
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injfiepri^ 8' oTrcurai fiol xmoayio, firjS' d\uiHTt}<;, 
arypov, oaomrep avamvevtra^ ^ifv dfuf^iTrorriTcu, 

Atrrap eireira ^fiovSe ava^ avro yrfi^ iplripov 
ouTOfievo*:, ffyaro ov reKeaai hr(y;, (»9 fiev VTriarrj • 

aTTOvoan^aairn Kilpo^ iBi^aro yrfva • 
irp&TOV fikv Trripov ei Koripe^, eireira Bi X€tXo9» 
Bivi^aaf; r SpviBa to)^ f\i^ avipLOiai (fyepeaOai • 
v^imirq^ B' evOif^ t€/a€j/09 afi^eTrorraro 
irePTTjxovToyvov • irpoa-iijyrj Be i pAvri^ dfiv/uov • 

*if2 ffaaiKev, roBe fioi rifievo^; t€/ai^, ovBk yhp evpv. 

^OxpTi^a^ Bl ava^ wpocieiire ae, ficam BaJkfypov • 
l{ (f>tKoi, & 7ro\vff)dpfJLat^ , ivl fi€yapoi><; yeyaaaiv 
vU^ ifiol Kparepol Oovpiv iineifi&oi aXjcffVy 
Keiaecu &v irrrb X^P^^ /cvXtvBofiepof; kotcl Konrpov. 

Tov B' ai /ceprofiioifs pAim^ iireeaai irpoai^vBa • 
& iroiroi, ^ fdAya elwefs b Kai roi plrftov ^arcu • 
pia ydp a<f>€<v: iravaoD /cparipov^ irep vipnedcDP, 

^EfMfwm'iw B' apQxra koX vla^ Xaa9 eOrffceVy 
r&v /cXio9 aafieoTOv v^oi Be re hrra KoKevvrcu, 

W. R. 



" Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere fidus 
Interpres." 

HOR., A. P., 133. 

[ROVIDVS heu frustra praecepit talia Flaccus : 
Hie " verbum verbo redditus " ipse perit. 

W. J. T. 
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#11 tbt |)ier. 

Gloss. — Our friend, Dapper English, on a Mississippi Pier, awaiteth the advent 
' by river boat, of an Americaness whom he.adoreth. A hunter, who will 
voyage by the same boat, drinketh freely until its arrival, and urbanely 
accosteth Dapper : — » 

OOK ye hyar, young feller ! — Not you, ye wizenM old stoat ! 
Him ! that smarty chap. What flower's that in your coat? 
It looks so bright an' red Mongside o' that sprig o' green, 
I like the look of it rayther. Don't yer know what I mean ? 

Don't yer know who I am ? Look hyar ! Y' see that knife : 
It 's dug out o' human an' grizzly the red and ragin' life. 
I 'm Grizzly Jim o' Nebraska ! Hain't ye heerd o' him ? 
An' the human dies an' the grizzly that crosses grizzly Jim. 

Now, I like yer flower, young feller. Confound yer Britisher 
look : 

Don't yer know what I mean ! What I've liked IVe alius took. 
Jest you hand over that flower as humble as humble can be. 
Or this '11 make winders and doors where yer won't like sich to 
be. 




Laughin'. By thunder : — Dog gone it, ye "re grit; an' I love 
yer spunk. 

Come, tip us yer flipper, stranger ; I reckon, yer not such a 

skunk. ^ 

Why that was the grip of a man — yer a feller the reds 'u'd fear. 

Let 'shave a drink. Don't? Moses! Don't! Why ain't that 
queer ? 

Not! an' a feller like you! Nor smoke? Eh? Well, that's 
rum ! 

What 's the name o' yer flower, I say ? Gee-ray -nee-um ! 
That 's a comical name ; and fern 's that bit o' green : 
Never know'd it before, though acres of 'em I 've seen. 
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Where 'd you get ^em ? Grew *em ? Come, sell me one, I say ! 
Here 's half-a-dozen o* dollars : I want to throw 'em away. 
Hain^t got yer flowers clus by ? Besides, you wouldn't trade. 
You 'd gi' me *em if you had ^em. Well, yer a generous blade, 

Too tarnal proper a chap by half for a Britisher. 
But why wouldn't you gi' me that flower, you lyin' sneak of a 
cur? 

Well, beg parding. You weren't askM — that is, in a proper 
way; 

Besides goin' courtin', I s'pose. Ay, an' likely, too, I say. 

Well, let's liquor up, old chap. — my stars! 1 forgot, you don't. 
It 's extrorriery cer^nly, but if yer won't yer won't. 
1 'd like to know you a deal, for you ain't so stiflUsh an' high. 
Tarnation ! hyar *s the boat. Look hyar : keep the bowic. 
Good-bye ! 

W. W. 

August, 1878. 

(adapted from the FRENCH OF EMILE DESCHAMPS.) 

HEN the sun and wind have revelPd here 
To sea-pink's rustle and sea-wave's chime. 
When Killiney stands in the distance clear 

For another thousand years of time — 
Some Irish or British Association, 

Picnicking, like us, in these shingles that rattle, 
May talk of the past of our land and nation. 

Of Norman, and Dane, and King Brian's battle ; 
And across that age of the great world's growth 

This verse to some poet in love niay say 
That my love was staying a month at Howth, 
And that month for us went by like a day ; 
And this gorge will remember, and gaze to the south 
On the sunshiny hills and the breakers' play. 

W. W. 
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Jfbltnjess. 




fDLENESS is a stream which flows slowly on, but yet 
undermines the foundation of every virtue. A vice of a 
more lively nature were a more desirable tyrant than this rust of 
the mind, which gives a tincture of its nature to every action of 
one's life. It were as little hazard to be lost in a storm as to 
lie thus perpetually becalmed : and it is to no purpose to have 
within us the seeds of a thousand good qualities, if we want 
the vigour and resolution necessary for exerting them. Death 
brings all persons back to an equality ; and this image of it, 
this slumber of the mind, leaves no difference between the 
meanest intellect and the greatest genius. A faculty for doing 
things remarkably praiseworthy, thus concealed, is of no more 
use to the owner than a heap of gold to the man who dares not 
use it. To-morrow is still the fatal time when all is to be recti- 
fied : to-morrow comes ; it goes, and still I please myself with 
the shadow while I lose the reality, unmindful that the present 
time alone is ours, the future is yet unborn, and the past is 
dead. The time we live ought not to be computed by the num- 
ber of years, but by the use that has been made of it. Thus it 
is not the extent of ground, but the yearly rent which gives the * 
value to the estate. Wretched and thoughtless creatures ! In 
the only place where covetousness were a virtue, we turn 
prodigals. 



Spectator, 1711. 
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jtzENTA quidem pigroque simillima labitur amni 
ST'Desidia ; at rectos eadem valet unica mores 
Subruere. Hac potior mentis rubigine versat 
Te dominus^ si delicto vemente tumet cor. 
Ilia etenim suBTectos ab omni parte labores 
Imbecillus^ inops, nullis par rebus agendis. 
Deprensis quanto magis est metuenda procella 
Quam quae lenta fame consument otia ponto 
Haerentes medio ? Caeco sub corde Catonem 
Cur geris, inde nihil referens, ignave, Catonis ? 
Non aliam ingenii mensuram insignis et imi 
Mors facit; exaequatque ignavia, mortis imago^ 
Vilibus egregias nullo discrimine mentes. 
Viribus occultis tantum profeceris ergo 
Quantum congesto qui parcit dives acervo. 
At "eras expergiscar ' ais delusus; adest lux 
Quae modo eras fuerat ; retro iam cessit, et umbra 
Captum te vana rerum res ipsa fefellit ! 
Immemorem quod fas solum praescntibus uti 
Rebus ; adhuc nullum est quod nondum vexerit hora^ 
Quodque retro est, periit. Non est vitalis habcndus 
Annorum longam seriem qui respicit, at qui 
Multa tulit fecitque ; neque is qui possidet agri 
lugera bis totidem, sed cui seges amplior implet 
Horrea, divitior. Nulli quae sola nocere 
Posset avaritia, hac caeci miserique caremus. 



R. W. W. 



r 
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act fafcslra gxbtixhB" 



MTREW flowers for Rome ! last Roman Princp ! as we cry 
Si) with bated breath, 

To the queen, Rome, mother and goddess, our Lady of Love 
and Death, 

For the great house born of Venus, her gift to Rome in vain. 
Since the last, like the first of the Cassars, by treason of Rome 
lies slain. 

" What owest thou, Rome, to the Neros ?" Let the Punic shades 
avow 

That the greed of the false Pretorian has avenged Metaurus now ! 

O reign of joy and the graces, so suddenly passed away ! 
O golden palace of pleasure, left lonely and dark to-day ! 
Where all that on earth was fairest of beauty and love took 
flower. 

And Art, like a new Apollo, seemed throned in world-wide power. 
He sinn'd with caprice colossal, his lust made nations pale — 
On what else but the world's arena could the Venus-born pre- 
vail ! 

With a sway that earth has seen not, and never shall see again, 
Unsated with love of women, unsparing in blood of men. 

By night the Prince lay rose-crown'd, and splendid in purple 
and gold. 

The Setine sparkling beside him in crystal of priceless mould, 
"Well-wrought with the image of Venus, who rose new-bom 
from the brine. 

Her fair limbs naked, and glowing through amber waves of the 
wine, 

And with hands that threw down the sceptre, he tuned the more 
welcome lyre 

To its wildest strain, as he sang of Troy overthrown by fire — 
How of old to the son of Venus the spectre at midnight came. 
And the ill-news brought of treason wrought, and the city 
wrapt in flame. 
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Thundered and thriird the lyre-notes, wc had heard and 

remembered well. 
Over Rome flaming round, in that prelude and chorus swell ! 
But sudden ceased the music its strain of sinister name, 
When pale as the ghost they sang of, the slave with ill tidings 
came ! 

" Galba revolts — the legions march from Spain and the Gauls." 
• . . Untasted from ghastly lips the priceless crystal falls . . . 
Is there a hope ? By his guards the palace gates are beset ; 
To offer a price for the Prince's head the servile senate have met — 
FalPn from what height in a moment, the world has turned on 
its lord ! 

Nemesis comes, and the hour that spares nor sceptre nor sword. 

Yet some in that hour supreme are loving when all condemn, 
Nor leave they the generous lord who, at least, was kind to them — 
Not willing to see him die while the victor rides by elate — 
Where the stem triumvirs stand by the dark Capitoline gate. 
To a villa— his gift of old — we hurriedly speed our flight. 
Scarcely eluding pursuit by aid of Venus and night — 
There with what thoughts we wait, so sudden our fortune's 
change ! 

To stupor of hope cast down despair itself seems strange. 
When, hark how the horse-hoofs sound ! the pursuers are here 
at last — 

With the blade we give thee, Caesar, thou can'st not strike home 
too fast. 

His life-blood flow'd as they found him, and calm and tranquil 
now, 

The dews of death had been gather'd on the pale imperial brow — 
One traitor would staunch the wound, in vain, too true a blow 
The good sword smote — sole pledge that the love of Phaon 
could show — 

The dim eyes lit — their latest words the lips faint smiling said, 
Is this then your fidelity The soul of Nero sped. 

C. P. M. 
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^HE frail flowers are dyings 
cBXhe thistledown flying, 

Summer is past ! 
The first leaves that wither 
Roam hither and thither 

With the treacherous blast ; 
And away to dark ruin he will ravish at last 
Their green mates from the bough. 
Where they sigh and tremble now. 

The surges are shattered. 
The tough ragweed tatter'd. 

By the gusts of the gale ; 
O'er lowland and highland, 
And round the green island, 



Strays the sunshine ; the moor seethes with whispers of wail. 
As its reed-grasses quake. 

And serely shudders the brake. 

The leaves and the surges 
May chant their wild dirges. 

The pale flowers pine. 
My heart at their voices 
More hugely rejoices; 

One draught of Love's wine 
Unwinters the earth ! thou art mine, thou art mine 1 
Let the wind have its will 



A wanderer pale 



And rave : I glow in its chill ! 
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Thy kisses, warm-clinging, 
My heart have set singing ; 

Autumn 's at bay ! 
One rose blooms unmarr'd in 
My yew-cloistered garden — 

I ^11 pluck it to-day. 
And bid it go die in thy bosom, and say. 
With its passionate breath. 



" Love greets thee — victor o'er death ! '* 



(from the FRENCH OF VICTOR HUGO.) 




HY come to me with words so few ? 
Why thus disturbM am I 



With smiles of thine that might undo 
A monarch ? Tell me why. 

Why dost thou greet me with thy hand. 

Yet even a glimpse deny 
Of dreams divinely sweet and grand 

That haunt thee ? Tell me why. 

Why dost thou enter where I dwell. 
If thou wilt say, Good-bye,*' 

When joy and grief my bosom swell 
To see thee ? Tell me why. 



J.T. 



Song. 



M. 
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" ^t fliccolomiiii" of SfbtUer. 

(act II. sc. 7.) 
Countess. 

Thou see'st it with a lovelorn maiden's eyes. 

Cast thine eye round, bethink thee who thou art. 

Into no house of joyance hast thou stepped. 

For no espousals dost thou find the walls 

Deck'd out, no guests the nuptial garland wearing. 

Here is no splendour but of arms. Or think'st thou 

That all these thousands here are congregated 

To lead up the long dances at thy wedding ! 

Thou see'st thy father's forehead full of thought. 

Thy mother's eye in tears ; upon the balance 

Lies the great destiny of all our house. 

Leave now the puny wish, the girlish feeling. 

Not to herself the woman must belong. 

Annexed and bound to alien destinies. 

But she performs the best part, she the wisest. 

Who can transmute the alien into self. 

Meet and disarm necessity by choice ; 

And what must be take freely to her heart. 

And bear and foster it with mother's love. 

Coleridge. 



fITTLE Miss Moffit sat on a tuffit. 
Elating her curds and whey; 
There came a small spider, and sat down beside her, 
And frighten'd Miss Moffit away. 
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O 0HAT2 0P02. 

Tavff ©9 Kop^ TTcpl fydfuov fiefufydeia 6pa<: • 
aXX* 6fifi' hrdpaa^ ia^ ti5^9 (f>pda'ai • 
ovTOi yap ifi^da* oucov el^ evTjfiepov 
oW hf BofjLounv elaop^^ yafi7}\lov 
Tpvifnjf; afyaXfiar^ ovre irep^^eBKrifihfov^ 

fieWovvfj^v arefifiar^ evavOfj x^P^^f 
aiXa^ yctp ovSev ifKf}v SirXcov ivravO' evi. 
ri Koi SoK€if; irov Trjvh* avijpiOfjLOP arrcunv 
fniSXeiv ad^JKelf; aol^ ^PpevaeaOcu ydfioi,^ ; 
i&ov irarijp fihf <09 ^w(ixf)pva)fievo^ 
irdpeari, firfrqp B' dpriBa/cpv^, m iirl 
(TiilKpas; poinj^ eoTTjKe rov iravro^; KpUriM 
hofiouTiv aybdis • irpo<; roB' ovv Bo^av Kevtfp 
X^ipet^v fidX* elire irapOivov t' einjOlap, 
airn}v B' eavriyi icvpo^ ovk e^eti/ XP^^^ 
yuvduea, fiaXSjov B' hnrphrew irafiTrrjaiav 
aXXot9 • airaa&v B' ifi^poveardrTjv Xeyeo 
fjTi^ ^vvffy^ev ix Bvoip '^jrvxv^ fJi'Uiv 
4>0dvova' dvdrf/crjv axnoKi^vrfrtp (fypevl, 
iv dryfcaKak re (f>i\oT4Kvoi^ to yvriaiov 
pdararffi^ exovaa firf Tpo<f>rfv dirooTepj}, 

R. W. W. 



Cnpfettfl Bcuhtx bulcem fern cxhrxm tt nirbas 

praebm lalebras, 

NGENVO in topho residens virguncula Chloris 
Concrete genium lacte seroque beat. 
Quam subito ad cubitum tremefecit aranea lapsu^ 
Vt daret imbelli non bene tcrga fuga. ^ 

R. W. W. 
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"Atqae interim Nero recordatus Volusii Proculi indicio Epicharim attineri 
ratosque muliebre corpus impar dolori torxnentis dilacerari iubet At Ulam noa 
verbera, non ignes, non ira eo acrius torquentium ne a femina spemerentur, pervi- 
cere quin obiecta denegaret Sic primus quaestionis dies contemptus. Postero 
cum ad eosdem crudatus retraheretur gestamine sellae (nam dissolutis membris 
insistere nequibat), vinclo fasciae, quam pectori detraxerat, in modum laqaei ad 
arcum sellae restricto indidit cervicem et corporis pondere conisa tenuem iam, 
spiritum expressity clariore exemplo libertina mulier in tanta necessitate alien os 
ac prope ignotos protegendo, cum ingenui et viri et equites Romani senatoresque 
intact! tormentis carissima suorum quisque pignorum proderent.** — Tag. Ann. xv. 
57. 

^OTIONLESS, in a dark, cold cell in Rome, 
'^Sn A womaa, bruised and burnt, but breathing still. 

Lay all alohe, and thus her weak, wan lips 

Whisper'd to high Jove from that dungeon floor — 
I am a poor weak woman, O ye gods. 

And now I ask forgiveness, lying here, 

(I have no strength to rise upon my knees). 

For all the heavy sins that I have done. 

Remember, O just gods, that this is Rome, 

And I a woman, and the weakest bom. 

Could such a woman, nursed in such a city. 

Live righteously, as high-born maidens live ? 

A poor, fair slave, on Rome's waste ocean thrown, 

I had but heaven to turn to in distress. 

And heaven always tum'd away from me. 

But if I have offended by my life, 

let me make atonement by my death ! 

1 bore the torture yesterday, kind gods. 
Bravely, and would have died before a word 
Escaped me ; but my cunning torturers. 
Seeing the ensign of my ally — death — 
Advancing swiftly, seeing me still dumb. 
Released me, hoping that another trial 
Would quell me : and I fear, I fear, it may. 
For O the pain was horrible : but yesterday 
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A sort of trance was on mc all the time 
That let me triumph over any pain, 
And made me secretly deride the fools 
For wasting all their cruel toil in vain. 
But to begin the agony again — 
The burning bricks, the red-hot plates, the scourge- 
Kind gods assist me ! let me not die a traitor ! 
Take from me this weak breath, or give me means 
To stop it, so men may say when I am gone, 
' This was a poor weak woman, but no traitor ! ' 
And so, perhaps, when poor Epicharis 
Is cast away, without a grave or name, 
Some man, who fears the gods, and loves not traitors. 
May come and lay a penny on my lips. 
That I may want not Charon's passage fee. 
Nor flit for ever by the bank of Styx." 
She ceased for very weakness, but her words 
Mounted as high as heaven from the stones. 
And on the moment Nero's messengers 
Came in to lead her to the torment-room ; 
But finding that she could not stand, they brought 
A litter, and so bore her through the streets. 
And thus the gods granted the harlot's prayer ; 
For in the litter's roof she spied a ring. 
And quickly loosed the band that bound her waist. 
And did it round her neck, and through the ring. 
And calling up her torture-broken strength. 
Crushed out her little life — a faithful girl. 
And on the soldiers bore her through the streets. 
Until they reach'd the hall of doom, and there 
Open'd the litter's door, and she was gone ; 
More nobly dead, though but a freed woman. 
Than many a Roman, swoln* with pedigree. 



* Q*. Jut. Sat viii. Tumes alto Drusorum stemmate. 
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It 




fE comes^ the herald of a noisy world. 
With spatterM boots, strapped waist and frozen locks ; 
News from all nations lumbering at his back. 
True to his charge, the close-pack'd load behind. 
Yet careless what he brings ; his one concern 
Is to conduct it to the destined inn. 
And, having dropped the expected bag, pass on. 
He whistles as he goes, light-hearted wretch. 
Cold and yet cheerful ; messenger of grief. 
Perhaps to thousands, and of joy to some. 
To him indifferent whether grief or joy. 



HAT needs my Shakespeare for his honour'd bones, 
» The labour of an age in piled stones ? 
Or that his hallowM reliques should be hid 
Under a star-ypointing pyramid ? 
Dear son of Memory, great heir of Fame, 
What need'st thou such weak witness to thy name ? . 
Thou in our wonder and astonishment 
Hast built thyself a livelong monument. 
For whilst, to the shame of slow endeavouring art. 
Thy easy numbers flow ; and that each heart 
Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued book 
Those Delphic lines with deep impression took. 
Then thou, our fancy of itself bereaving. 
Dost make us marble with too much conceiving ; 
And so sepulchred, in such pomp dost lie. 
That kings for such a tomb would wish to die. 



COWPER. 




Milton* 
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N ! altc cinctus, concrctus grandine crinem. 
Crura ocreasque luto aspersus^ iam nuncius ille 
Adventat ; toto rerum quid in orbe geratur, — 
Quas moveant homines turbas ; quid ubique novi sit, — 
Haec sunt fasciculi farrago ad terga revincti. 
Ne peccet forte, ille cavet, mandatave perdat ; 
Quid tamen apportet, non respicit ; unica cura est 
Ad quemcunque locum perduci sarcina poscat, 
llluc deposuisse ; ita cursum tendere porro, 
Frigora fert, laeto et cantu se mulcet euntem ; 
Improbus ! his gestas bene res qui nunciet, illos 
(Qui maior numerus) faciat plorare, — doloris 
An sit laetitiae dator, baud multum ille moratus ! 

J. B. 




VID prodest nostro vati sanctaeque favillac. 
Per saeclum lapides labor acer si struere instet? 
Aut si quid divi restat mortale poetae 
Pyramis ut condat ferienti sidera mole ? 
Mnemosynes sobolcs dulcissime, maxime Famae 
Heres, non istos curant tua nomina testes. 
Dum stupet adspectans cantus miracula lector, 
Erigis ipse tibi marmor quod duret in aevum. 
Nam tibi (quo pudeat pigri conaminis artem) 
Dum faciles numeri manant sensusque per imos 
Dum tuus insculpsit liber aureus undique nostrae 
Menti sortilegumque et non delebile carmen, 
Surripis ingenio vires, nimiumque ciendo 
Corda hominura paullatim ipsos in marmora vertis ; 
Immanique adeo cumulatus honore quiescis, 
Vt mutare velint reges ea funera vita. 
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(for a picture.) 

HE sight of me was as devouring flame 
bS Burning their hearts with fire, so wantonly 

That night I danced for all his men to see ! 
Fearless and reckless ; for all maiden shame 
Strange passion-poisons throbbing overcame 

As every eye was riveted on me. 

And every soul was mine, mine utterly, — 
And thrice each throat cried out aloud my name ! 

" Ask what thou wilt," black-bearded Herod said. 

God wot a weird thing do I crave for prize : 
*• Give me, I pray thee, presently the head 

Of John the Baptist." Twixt my hands it lies. 

" Ah, mother ! see ! the lips, the half-closed eyes — 
Dost think he hates us still now he is dead ? " 

W. C. K. W. 



HHPOrS AKAAT2TOI2 OMMA2IN. 

LAY me down by my true love's grave, 
(Graves grow green in the dawn of the year). 
Lay and thought of the days gone by. 
With never a tear, with never a tear. 

The woods were glad with the spring's delight, 
(Glad is the time in the dawn of the year). 

The thrush sang out from the hawthorn tree, 
The sweetest music that man might hear. 

Light shadows flicker'd across the gr^s, 

(The ripening grass, in the dawn of the year), 

Where daisies and daffodils shone like stars, 
Sown by the March wind far and near. 
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The white clouds sailM in the bright blue sky^ 
(Bright is the sky in the dawn of the year). 

And the trees^ and the clouds^ and the sunlit sky^ 
Seem'd to ask in anger, " What dost thou here ?*' 

My heart in my breast was as cold as ice, 
(Cold as ice, in the dawn of the year), 
I rose and walk'd from my darling's grave, 
* With never a tear, with never a tear. 

T. W. H. R. 



(FROM THE FRENCH.) 

ELL me, my heart, do I love her, 
In the light of her fair womanhood. 
As a rose the spring-winds cover, 
A thing that the gods make good ? 

I know of a place made shady 

With blossoms and boughs above, 

And there I will take my lady. 
And tell her of all my love. 

Blown as a rose at the May-time, 
But early like sweet, sweet spring ; 

She is glad as the golden day-time, 
And soft as a trembling string 



When a passionate pulse is throbbing 
Through some grand composer's art. 

And one hears but the music sobbing, 
And the beating of one's heart 

A. C. H. 
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fHERE is not in the wide world a valley so sweet, 
As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet ; 
Oh ! the last rays of feeling and life must depart. 
Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart ! 

Yet it was not that Nature had shed o'er the scene 
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green ; 
'Twas not the soft magic of streamlet or hill, 
Oh ! no — it was something more exquisite still. 

'Twas that friends, the beloved of my bosom, were near 
Who made evVy dear scene of enchantment more dear ; 
And who felt how the best charms of nature improve, 
When we see them reflected from looks that we love. 

Sweet vale of Avoca ! how calm could I rest 

In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best. 

Where the storms that we feel in this cold world should cease^ 

And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace. 



Moore. 
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LLA terrarum mihi praeter omnes 
Vallis arridet, gremio micantes 
Quae fovet rivos. Mihi vel suprema 
Fugerit ipsi 

Aura vitalis, liquor et senectis 
Frixerit venis calidus, priusquam 
Illius vallis memori exularit 
Corde venustas ; 

Non quod ornassent nemus omne Nymphae 
Vitrea lympha viridique ripa, 
Monsque cum rivo decus addidisset 
Molle viretis ; 

Suavius quoddam mihi amaeniores 
Fecit has umbras ; aderant amati 
Queis magis risit tua pulchritudo, 
Dulcis Avoca, 

Quod mihi risit simul. Oh^ libenter 
Hoc sinu grato placidus foverer 
Cum pio coetu comitum Catullus 
Pace repostus. 

Asperae tum desierint procellae 
Quae brevem vitam lacerant, et, am ties 
Ceu tibi, nobis sociata tandem 
Corda quiescent ! 

J. M. 
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Hannibal anir %mu Jauru. 



(kindly forwarded to KOTTABOS by prof. GESCHICHTSMACHER9 
OF THE UNIVERSITY OF WEISSNICHTWO). 

fHE priceless monograph which, under the title of Verdant 
Green, has so fortunately preserved for us an account of 
University life in England during the present century, has been 
by some discredited as a humorous or ironical composition. 
That such is not its character we can easily see, when we reflect 
on the career of its author. The book, though modestly couched 
in the third person, is doubtless an autobiography like that of 
Mr. Mill, published in the same epoch. The author is mani- 
festly to be identified with Mr. Green, the writer of a History 
of the English People, who, under the transparent pseudonyms 
of Grey, White, Brown, and Black, distinguished himself 
alike as poet, psychologist, and novelist. 

But the present paper does not propose to deal with the 
various other interesting questions suggested by this book. 
These will, no doubt, be fully discussed when the real import- 
ance of the work is fully recognised. The point at present to 
be examined is an interesting historical parallel suggested by 
the author, who (as we have seen) was a distinguished histo- 
rian ; and therefore even a hint dropped by him on a historical 
subject deserves the most patient and respectful consideration. 

We find that at an examination held during Mr. Green's 
residence at Oxford, a candidate was required to write an Essay, 
instituting a, comparison between Hannibal and Annie 
Laurie. At first sight, this seems a barren subject for an 
Essay; but on carefully examining the ballad in which the 
history of this heroine is preserved, we find coincidences neither 
few nor insignificant. 
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Tn the first place, we arc told that her life was passed in a 
district " where early falls the dew." 



From the second line of this quatrain, it is easy to see that 
the birthplace of Annie Laurie was, if not Africa, at least a 
country closely resembling Africa in its physical conditions. 
Her life was passed in a country " where early falls the dew.'' 
Hannibal lived and died in a land where the dew (if it falls at 
all) must fall very early, indeed — in fact, so early that no one 
has ever yet risen early enough to observe it. It is of deep 
significance that the especial attention of the reader is, in the 
fourth line, called to the fact that her promise given on the 
occasion there referred to was true. Here we have an implied 
admission that her promises were, as a rule, false; and we 
are at once reminded of the perjidia plusquam Punica of her 
illustrious analogue. 

But it is not only in mental qualities that this remarkable 
similarity between these two personages presents itself. We 
read a little further on that — 



and at once association calls up the great one-eyed African, 
borne on his Gaetulian beast. It will not surely be contended 
that the biographer of Annie was influenced by the fact that 
eyes'' would not rhyme with "die'' in the corresponding 
verse. If a biographer is supposed to be capable, in the interests 
of rhyme, of misrepresenting the number of eyes possessed by 
the subject of his memoir, then, indeed, is his poem unfit to be 
used as the basis of an historical comparison. But such a 
theory is as unworthy of a philosopher as such a misrepresen- 
tation would be unworthy of a biographer. Nor arc we left 



Maxwelton's biaes are bonny. 
Where early falls the dew ; 



And 'twas there that Annie Laurie 
Gave me her promise true." 



*• Dark-blue is her eye*'— 
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without other testimony to physical resemblances. We are 
told by the chronicler that — 

** Her face it is the fairest 

That ever the sun shone on.'* 

This would, at first sight, seem to show a point of dissimilarity 
between Annie Laurie and the swarthy Carthaginian. But 
on looking more closely into the words, we are struck alike by 
the accuracy and candour of the chronicler. His heroine's face 
is not absolutely the fairest, but only the fairest that ever the 
sun shone on ; the fairest among those who wear 

" The shadowed livery of the bumish'd sun," 1 

that is, the fairest among those whom the tropical sun of Africa 
has embrowned 

[We regret that Professor Geschichtsm acker's interesting parallel here breaks 
off. He has postponed its completion to make f critical recension of all the editions 
of the ballads of Annie Laurie now extant, and an inquiry into the life of the 
author. He seems to labour under some confusion as to the literary history of 
England during the last hundred years, but his masterly treatment of the facts, so 
as to bear out his theory, is almost worthy of the great Theodor Mommsen. On 
the whole, the resemblance, ethical and physical, between these two remarkable 
characters, seems to us so close, that we are disposed to believe the two to be one 
and the same ; and we mean to request Mr. Cox (if he has nothing better to do) 
kindly to furnish our next Number with a paper pointing out the radical identity 
of the names, Hannibal and Annie Laurie, and proving by that convincing 
method of ratiocination which he has made so essentially his own that Hannibal 
is the Sun, or rather the Dawn, and that Annie Laurie is the Dawn, or rather 
the Sun.— Ed.] 
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fEE at the Rink, prepared for war. 
Stand forth the champions of the Bar. 
There Davys Tuckey, stainless knight. 
With spirit eager for the fight. 
And the well-bearded Corrigan, 
Racket in hand, lead out the van. 
Nor stand they lonely on the field. 
Fair maids with them the racket wield. 

Now Corrigan hurls forth the ball. 
Like cannon's bolt it strikes the wall. 
So fierce, so mighty was the stroke. 
Right through the wall well nigh it broke. 

But now a gentle throw 
The good knight Tuckey bravely takes. 
And, triumphing, his racket shakes. 
Expecting that fifteen he makes. 

Which soon may thirty grow. 
But see! that back-hand swift return 
Seems Tuckey's outstretched bat to spurn. 

And lays his high hopes low. 
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That back-hand blow so ably struck. 
That calnij indomitable pluck. 
That arm, that foot, no play can tire. 
That form superb, that eye of fire 
Proclaim that in the desperate fray 
• Kilkenny's champion stands at bay. 
And truly might we deem that she 
Champion of Erin well might be. 

Unwearied all that day. 
Well nigh alone she held the field. 
And forced the stainless knight to yield 

To her triumphant play. 

Scarce was the good knight's requiem sung. 

When forth two gallant warriors sprung. 

From where with swift impetuous force 

The blue Rhone cleaves its glittering course. 

Laving the base of that fair isle 

Where Rousseau once was wont to smile. 

To the far shores of sunny France 

Had Peebles borne his conquering lance. 

Of less experience in the game. 

But scarcely less in Tennis fame, 

The noble Bagenal, cool and calm. 

With Peebles struggled for the palm ; 

And with those champions — well-match'd pair — 

Advanced two maidens passing fair. 

Who had in many a desperate fight 

Triumphant proved their rackets' might. 

Now in the strife they close. 
And well did Peebles show that day 
The prowess gain'd in by-gone fray. 

And shower'd on his foes 
The deadly front, the back-hand blow. 
The volley high, the volley low. 

And cut that never rose. 
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But at the net, unwatch'd the while, 
Stood Bagenal with triumphant smile ; 
And every ball which Peebles gave. 
Like lightning to the earth he drave; 
And though the veteran Peebles tried 
Each point of skill his art supplied, 
Though his fair partner by his side 

Fought maidenly and well, 
'Twas vain. As waned the evening lights, 
That hero of a hundred fights. 

The gallant Peebles, fell. 
But now upon the asphalt plain. 
Two rival beauties, formM to chain 

And rule the conquered heart. 
Stand forth beside a gallant pair. 
Whose manly grace, whose noble air. 
Match well the beauties of the fair. 

Who take with them their part. 
Well might those foemen strain each nerve. 
Give quick return, give desperate serve. 

Of more than mortal might. 
But how shall hand like mine pourtray 
Their charms, who on that summer day 

Fought the great Tennis fight ? 
Like violets tipp'd with morning dew 
Gleams her dark eyes' intensest blue. 
Around her childhood's last sweet ray. 
Tenderly bright and softly gay. 

Clings like a sunbeam shower. 
Yet woman's dignity and grace 
Give to her beauteous form and face 

Their own, their magic power. 
Nor is her lovely rival's mien 
Less fitted to adorn the queen 

Of beauty and of smiles. 
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Her rosebud mouthy her starry hair. 
Her perfect form, her graceful air 
Make her the fairest of the fair. 

Unmatched in Britain's isles. 
Ill fared it then with Bagenal brave. 
That to the foe two bisques he gave. 
For handicappM, though stronger far, 
Bagenal maintain^ unequal war. 
Now Warren's balls so fiercely flew. 
That Bagenal's hopes yet fainter grew. 
Till vainly struggling at the net. 
He lost at length the final set. 
By Meldon's well-plann'd charge assail'd. 
Not all that maid could do avails. 
Ah, woe is me her fate to tell ! 
Kilkenny's lovely champion fell. 
With her the valiant Corrigan, 
Who erst had led the battle's van. 

And maddening at the sight. 
Warren a sign his partner threw. 
To mark that she must die or do. 

Then plunged into the fight. 
So deadly now the strife became 
That scarce the fortunes of the game 

E'en could the umpires know. 
Now wily Meldon scores fifteen. 
Now Warren hurls the ball between 

The rackets of the foe. 
Now, as in Volta's hail dance driven. 
From heaven to earth, from earth to heaven. 
Backward and forward flies the ball. 
Till Warren's partner makes it fall 

By one decisive blow. 
But game to game, and set to set, 
Hangs in suspense the victory yet. 
As in the closing strife they stand. 
They scarce can lift the wearied hand 

From long-continued toil. 
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But gallant Warren, far and near. 
Now in the front, now in the rear, 
Arrests the ball's impetuous course. 
And hurls it back with desperate force. 

The skilful foe to foil. 
One struggle more ; — his partner serves. 
The thought of coming victory nerves 

Her arm with tenfold might. 
Goes her whole strength in that fierce blow. 
It lays the wily Meldon low. 

It wins the champion fight. 



Ja^T last, my verses, I have done you : 
His What labour I have spent upon you. 

What nights of thought and sleeplessness : 
Since to a book-full I have run you. 
Go to (and Lord have mercy on you), 
Go to — the press. 

How sells my book ? 'tis out a year : 
A book of sonnets — all to her — 

I wonder if the girl has read it : 
Lend me a pound (for ink is dear). 
And let the rest, O publisher. 

Go to — my credit. 

Ye critics, who have ta'en delight 
In damning everything I write. 

And daily o'er your victim revel. 
My uncle died the other night : 
Go to, ye envious churls of spite. 
Go to — the Devil. 



F. A. T. 



(So to. 




S. K. C. 
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MY offence is rank, it smells to heaven ; 
3^ It hath the primal eldest curse upon it — 
A brother's murder ! Pray can I not ; 
Though inclination be as strong as will, 
My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent ; 
And, like a man to double business bound, 
I stand in pause where I shall first begin. 
And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood, — 
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens 
To wash it white as snow ? Whereto serves mercy. 
But to confront the visage of offence ? 
And what 's in prayer but this two-fold force. 
To be forestalled ere we come to fall 
Or pardoned, being down ? Then I '11 look up : 
My fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer 
Can serve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murder! — 
That cannot be, since I am still possessed 
Of those effects for which I did the murder. 
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen.— 
May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ? 
In the corrupted currents of this world 
Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice ; 
And oft 'tis seen the wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law : but 'tis not so above ; 
There is no shuffling : — there the action lies 
In his true nature; and we ourselves compell'd. 
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biri tomch fntiu 

oafATjif fipOT€Uov atfiOTOiv, apxfiyeTov 
a^MTfr^ 6/uilfiov Tov iroKafivalov Zlm^v, 
eirefi'y^', aB€Xxf)6v avr&xeip Karcucravrnf, 
irpo^ ravT^ afwipo^, xalirep ifielptov, Xlt&v^ 
XPV^'^^ ^ o^lcL BiKetv, eiipop roBe 
fiiaafjba irXeCarayv evyfidrtav inriprepov * 
p^(07r(k>9 ap7)p SUjypovTi^, auopovfievo^ 
irorepov TrporifiA, roivS* ofim fifidpravov— 
fjv KavTaBi\j(f)ov x^^P Opofifiov^i ^vov 
KFrkyacrrpov aur^ ^vfifjuirpou^ cuf>€7ucv<rrf, 
irm ov fivao^ roiovBe irpeu^eis; Oeol 
€9 XevKOTTira %toi/o9 evarfearipav 
kKwowiv ofi^pot^ ; ^ rlv^ oxfyeXetv aOhfei 
''EXeos, tSkeirova-i fir) Kcucolatv ifAfiXhrcov ; 
evyjSiv ri xipBo^ Baripov Svolv arep, 
iu* ^ <f>0dva)<nv tou9 fccuc' eunreaovfiivowi 

ouVt hrapov Sfifia * rafATrKcucrtfia yap 
fie/SfjKe (f>pov8ov • irpoarpoTrrfv B' ovi^aofuu 
iroiav irpoaavB&v ; 7ra)9 &v avOhrrqv ifie 
avYYVOia Xuo-o^ fuapov ; aW/ afirp(avoi>p 
ip&, Karaayyiv &v i<f>Ufnjv <f>ov€v^, 
<f}iKoTifilav, Bpovom re, koI crvvtwirtv. 
roKfiTj^ yhp iffXov irm ^o>v XvOiia-ofiat ; 
rh fih^ fipineia <f>vp€Tcu Buu^Oopq, 
jfpvaov piovra, Koi Buctjv afidpruu 
irape^laav xepalv '^pyvpoDfiei/cu^ • 
7roXXo69 0* 6p&fi€V riffXa rr}^ irovrjpla^ 
vofiox)^ aire^iroKSiVTa. Tot9 avanipfo 
aXXa>9 BiBoKTUi 0€oiaiv, oX 7c ravOdSe, 
KoBv^hr^^ ovBhf, i^epew&aiv Top&^, 
fifJMS avarfKifyvai r&v afiapTi&v 
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E'en to the teeth and forehead of our faults. 

To give in evidence. What then ? What rests ? 

Try what repentance can : what can it not ? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched state ! O bosom, black as death ! 

O limid soul, that, struggling to be free, 

Art more engaged ! Help, angels ; make assay ! 

Bow, stubborn knees ; and heart, with strings of steel. 

Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe ! 

All may be well. 

Shakspere. 



S^j^rilling Regions of t^ich-rtbbtir Jfce. 

ISEYOND this flood a frozen continent 

S^Lies dark and wild, beat with perpetual storms 

Of whirlwind and dire hail, which on firm land 

Thaws not, but gathers heap, and ruin seems 

Of ancient pile : all else deep snow and ice, 

A gulf profound as that Serbonian bog 

Betwixt Damiata and Mount Casius old. 

Where armies whole have sunk : the parching air 

Burns frore, and cold performs th' effect of fire. 

Thither by harpy-footed furies haPd, 

At certain revolutions all the damn*d 

Are brought ; and feel by turns the bitter change 

Of fierce extremes, — extremes by change more fierce ; 

From beds of raging fire to starve in ice 

Their soft ethereal warmth, and there to pine 

Immovable, infixed, and frozen round. 

Periods of time ; thence hurried back to fire. 

Milton. 
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ivavTiov T€ KovK &Trur0€ fmprvpeu/, 
rk ow er' ikirk / apa fieravola^ uko^ 
TOficuov ael KOfml^v rt Sph^o/mi ; 
tI &v Trpo/coTTTotfA^ ov irapov fiercurreveiv ; 
ipev rfja-S' avla/i Bva-ffMpov, ;^a&>t; (f>p€V&v 
fi^Xavrepwv r&vB, aiirep, opvi0o<: Bucrjv 
\f)<f>0€VTo<; l^^ KOK^vyeiv ireiptaiiiuov, 
fiaXKov irehSnrroA,. Bevr', ifiov ye, Balfiove^, 
ireipaaOe, yovcun irpotrrrlrvcov irepur/ceXov^ 
fjv 7r<k)9 drey/CTOV r' ix <f>p€p6^ pevpwv viov 
^p€(f>ov^ afiely^w \rjfia fiaXOcucoyrepov. 
TOVToi^ &v (rvfi<j)op&v airdXXar/rjv, 

W. M. M. 



SItETHAEAS ultra tenebris horrenda paludes 
W'Panditur assiduis tellus concreta pruinis; 
Haec loca perpetui non deseruisse furores 
Turbinis et diri commistae grandinis ictus 
Dicuntur ; nuUo haec liquefacta resolvitur aestu^ 
Sed late cumulata, putris velut obruta fani 
Saxa^ iacet ; rigidisque adstringit stiria vinclis, 
£t nivis immensac circum premit omnia pondus. 
Talia Serbonio perhibentur hiasse barathro 
Tesqua Dameiatios inter Casiumque cacumen. 
Fata tot armatis. Summo domat aridus aether 
Frigore, Vulcani properans opera aequiparare. 
Quotquot erunt poenis capita exercenda supremis 
Certo has orbe ad aquas curvis sublata feruntur 
Vnguibus Eumenidum ; datur his extrema malorum 
Altemis graviora pati contraria passis. 
Scilicet aetherios iussi extenuare calores 
Frigoribus rabida hinc mutant incendia lectus. 
Continuo infixi per saecula longa macrescunt 
Immotique diu, donee referuntur in ignes. 

R. W. W. 
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AS this His coming ? I had hoped to see 
A scene of blinding glory^ as was told 
Of some great god who in a rain of gold 
Broke open bars, and fell on Dana6; 
Or a dread vision, as when Semel6 

Hungering with love and unappeased desire, 
Pra/d to see God's clear body, and the fire 
Caught her fair limbs and slew her utterly. 

With such glad dreams I came into this place. 
And now — with wondering eyes and heart I stand 
And look upon this mystery of Love. 
'^A kneeling girl with passionless pale face. 
An angel with a lily in his hand. 

And over both with outstretched wings, the Dove." 

O. F. OT. W. W. 

St. Marco, Florence. 




Lm^i I sick of the world and its coldness ! 

I yearn for the days of yore. 
When the young heart beat in its boldness, 
Ere Man could do no more ! 

Alas ! for the days of yore ! 

Nay, I *m sick of toil, worry, and ravage :— 

Would I could run at will, 
A wild and noble savage. 

With never a tailor's bill. 

Oh, to roam the woods at will ! 

Nay, I 'm sick of such twaddle of flunkeys : — 

I envy the senseless brute ; 
Oh, you, ye Ancestral Monkeys ! 

Your bliss was absolute ! 

Would I were a blissful brute ! 
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Nay^ 1 sick of all senseless grinning ; 

And ugh ! to think of a tail ! 
No : Hail our First Beginning ! 

Primeval Monad ! hail ! 

Calm^ mindless Monad^ hail ! 

W. F. 



^"IGHT was the time : in the cloudless heaven the moon was 
tSl) Amid the stars of lesser light, [a-shining 
When to insult the power of the gods above us designing. 

You swore with mine your troth to plight. 
Closer than ivy holds to the tall holm-oak, you were clinging 

In close embrace of woven arms. 
Swearing, while wolves hunt sheep and ruffian Orion is bringing 

To ships on wintrj- seas alarms — 
While in the breeze shall wave the unshorn locks of Apollo, 

Our love should never be betray'd ! 
You to whom many a grief from my firm purpose shall follow. 

If aught of manhood be my aid, 
will endure not the hours you give to another so often. 

And will a fresh fere seek in turn ; 
Nor shall your beauty have power my resolution to soften. 

If once the sad truth I discern. 
You, too, whoever you are, who now in amorous prattle 

On my defeat your triumph hold. 
Rich tho' in landed wealth and proud possessor of cattle 

For you Pactolus flow in gold — [migration. 
Wise tho' you be as the sage who believed in the soul's trans- 
Fairer than Nireus long ago. 
You shall find out what a wholly incurable trick is flirtation, 

And I shall laugh, I told you so." 

C. F. M. 
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Minos. 

Aristodemus, 

Minos. 



Aristodemus. 
Callicrates. 

Aristodemus, 



Whither away so fast, Aristodemus ? 
To find Callicrates, and tell him all. 
Callicrates stands here, awaiting sentence. 
The gods who knew, delayed him till thou 
earnest. 

Speak to thy friend, Callicrates ! 



My lips are seaPd from speaking : yet I listen. 
Hear then the truth, O Minos, and thou, friend. 
Whose love was dearer to my soul than life 1 
It was midsummer at Thermopylae, 
Where we three hundred with our lion king 
Lay in the straits awaiting what should happen. 
Then did the captain send me forth to seek 
A privy passage through Trachinian hills : 
For I was first of runners, stoutest-souPd, 
Men said, of athletes ; and the love I bore 
Callicrates, had crown'd my name with honour. 
So I, thus bidden, girt me ; and could see. 
Running, the vast barbarian host aflood 
From sea-beach unto hill-side, toward our host 
Surging, that rock-like rose to stem the tide. 
But I the mountains clove. A dry white gorge 
Mid towering crags received me, and I ran 
Hour after hour ; until what time the noon 
Flamed in mid ether and my strength was 
minish^d, 

I came unto a barren scaur up-raised 
Heaven-high above me. At its feet a pool 
Lay slumbering, smooth and blue as polish'd 



steel. 



Symonds. 
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BPn2 ANIKATE MAZAN. 

M. OSto^, tI if>€vy€i^ vorrlaa/i {nrovS§ Spofiov ; 

A, KaXKiKpdrrjv &^ av Klyto, to irav ifypdac^p, 

M, Kid fir)v TO io^av irpoaZoKq, xpiTok irapdp * 

vplv yhp fAoKeip hreax^ ^^^^ ^ fiaOdv, 

A» ^/X4> Xiyoi^ av, (f>tKTaT* 

£• aWA yitp fiiya^ 

vvv /9ot/9 y\(0(T<rrj * a<S4>' t(r6i Khim. 

A, Mwto^, ai> oSi/ T&KrjBe^, axravrm Sk av 

axovarovs ©5 tocovtov ypdaOijv Ipop, 
Oipo^ flip fj/cfiaa^ iv Ilvktw, rjiiek tpa 
iKirxriaaiiep TpU SxaTOP iv rcw? itrfidKal^ 
AetoplSiK T* Iff ota wpo^iiaercu 
KopoBoK&p, Kal TTipt)^ o tTTpaTrjXdTrj^: 
&^Ki p? lyyewropra Tpa'xjam X6<^p 
arlfiop i€pv<t>alop * ^p yhp ip irpcoroi^ Spop^ 
iffkoi^ apurrevoDP Toffy cb9 Aypf ^rt?. 
KahXucpaTov^ Bi p^i iroBo^ Tip,r^ ;fXi&U9 
IfTTey^ SpopMy kclL crraXeW iSBO<rdp,f)p, 
apipiOpm fjP Tpi)(pPTi ftapfidpddp ISeip 
KXvSoDPt a/TTO jnriplipo^ eh &pff pimp, 
pulxn^ ^vpciy^p ffpXp, &P Itmy aroXo^ 
irkrpa/i Zltcrjp OaKjouraap eipyovarj^ * iyio 
irep4>p opeiPTfp arpairop * ^pii (f^pa/y^ 
XeuKii iSi^ttT' ip irdryoi^ irvpyovp^i^ • 
^pap^p t' €9 &pa^ oy^k Si7jP€K&^. 
p^<n)p,/3pla 8' ap' ^pu^ iK 7^ alOipo^ 
S^Xi^ <f>m iK Koirov vapeip^ipip, 
ouf^iKop/rjp ovpdpiop i<f>pvTjp Tipi^ 
opap Xeiralap * ^9 KaTOi Bpi^ovad irov 
iKeno Xlp^pvf Kvopia lula ff ipxL 
&aw€p aSBrjpo^ fytrro^, 

L. D. 
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gom SonmiB to l^t (Jarl of guffieriir* 

ICELAND. 

OWt^HY seek the Arctic voyager the pole 

«i3^ Through shifting ice-floe and storm-driven sleet. 

Stout-hearted, daring Death itself to meet 
'Mid these " high latitudes/' where, stern and sole, * 
Reigns Desolation, and a snowy stole 

Wraps nature all around ? What here his quest 

Thus leaving pleasant home for dread unrest. 
For life-blood checkM and sorely stricken soul ? 

Led by the lure of gold and gainful toil. 
He death and danger braves. But what hope thine, 

Young Clandbbovb, when pole-ward bound? Not spoil 
Sought amidst storm and cloud and frozen brine. 

Thy quest are these — sought, too, without recoil- 
Braced hands, firm heart, and venture, half divine ! « 



LEBANON. 

When in the East the Crescent reddening glared. 
Rapine and Carnage marshalling their train 
Of want and woe — the cry for mercy vain — 

The Moslem scimitar relentless bared— 

Lebanon's mountain-tribes crouching and scared — 
Where underneath rapacious Pashas' tread 
Unburied lay foul heaps of Christian dead — 

All-vainly pra/d the helpless to be spared ! 
Yet not in vain. Though distant be that cry, 

Britannia hears, when hope hath trembling fled. 
Beneath the banner'd Cross her chief draws nigh. 

And straight Oppression hides her craven head. 
Glorious his task I to still the captive's sigh. 

And Freedom's reign through ransomM tribes to spread ! 
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OTTAWA. 



Where with its wave-built wall from sea to sea 
Thunders Niagara^ deep veil'd in foam — 
Where the primeval forest yields a home^ 

Across the broad Atlantic though it be^ 

To England's stalwart sons^ fearless and free. 
Yet bound to Fatherland by many a tie^ 
Willing for Law and Right to do and die. 

Still owning Britain's Queen as theirs— to thee 
And to thy Partner, Dufferin, whose smile 

Won a Dominion's heart, its thousands bend. 
Thee, too, returning to our Western Isle 

Fond Farewells follow, such as nations send 
To Ruler loved, friend tried ! Rest here awhile 

Ere to the State once more thine aid thou lend ! 



Low in the East the war-cloud lowering hung. 
While hostile races threatened mutual death. 
With flashing eyes and barely bated breath. 

Fanatic zeal ranging their ranks among. 

Hearts steePd to deeds of blood, nerves tightly strung. 
For hand-to-hand affray. Then rose the cry 
Fearful and wild beneath the darken*d sky. 

While carnage oe'r the scene her mantle flung 
But see 1 The bearer of his country's best 

To Russ and Moslem hies, his errand Peace I 
God speed that errand I Glorious, holiest, best ! 

That bids the furious storm of warfare cease. 

Heaven guard thee, Clandebotb, thus leaving rest 

And home, to bid earth's brotherhood increase ! 



ST. PETERSBURGH. 



W. M. 
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Cfer gas flf tfet f 0rir. 

fTRENGTHEN ye the feeble hands, 
And confirm the tottering knees. 
Say ye to the faint-hearted— Be ye strong : 
Fear ye not; behold your God ! 
He Himself will come, and will deliver you. 
Then shall be unclosed the eyes of the blind ; 
The ears of the deaf shall be unstopp'd ; 
Then shall the lame bound like a hart, 
And the tongue of the dumb shall sing. 
For in the wilderness shall burst iorih waters. 
And torrents in the desert: 

And in the haunt of the dragon shall spring forth 
The grass, with the reed and the bulrush. 
No lion shall be there, nor any ravenous beast. 
But the redeemed shall dwell there : 
And the ransom'd of the Lord shall return. 
And come to Zion with songs and everlasting joy: 
They shall obtain joy and gladness. 
And sorrow and sighing shall flee away. 



fOR we were nursed upon the selfsame hill. 
Fed the same flock by fountain, shade, and rill. 
Together both, ere the high lawns appear'd. 
Under the opening eyelids of the morn. 
We drove afield, and both together heard 
What time the gray fly winds her sultry horn, 
Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night; 
Oft till the stars that rose at evening bright. 
Towards heaven's descent had sloped his westering wheel. 
Meanwhile the rustic ditties were not mute. 
Tempered to the oaten flute ; 
Rough Satyrs danced, and Fauns with cloven heel, 
From the glad sound would not be absent long ; 
And old Damoetas loved to hear our song. 



Isaiah. 



AT* AAEA<I>En ET20A TEKNA. 




Milton. 




213 



($uae btntura ira^untur. 

Nvv viov aOhfo^ ai jrapetfiivcu X^P^ 

KoX rh r^ovpar\ cucparrj irplv, vvv fiitv; etrj 7r\ea • 
Tok /caxo<rjr\drfxyoi<; Opocire • vvv yiveaO^ evicdpSioi • 
KoX rpioTfre Setfia firfiev * eiaiBeaOe Kvpiov * 
iK Koic&v iKev0€pa)a(t}v vfjut<i Avrb^ i^erav, 
TTjviKavTa r&v TV(f)\j(Ov fiev 6<ra^ ave^/Jiiv* Sylrercu, 
T&v avrjKOfov Sk Koi t&t^ d/ckpoT^ axovaercu • 
iXjO^m ^a)Xo9 SXfJM TTjvucavra icov(f>m, 
Tov tcaxfiov yX&a-a^ axfxovo'i aaerai fieX/pBlav. 
Kol yitp iv ^pok TOTToiac vap/ir^ iKparfrjaerat 
hf iprffiuuat Xdfipov irorajilcav peiffpcov aOho^. 
Kav SpOKOvreiot^ otoO 11010- tv evOaXr}^ av^a-ercu 

ov Xio)!/ ixei ttot' elatv, ovBk Orip ttot' arfpio^, 
ical awoiKTjaovai pAxape^ oi kokov 7r€(f>€uy6Te<: 
Kal areXovaiv ol T\r)(pirre^ rrj^ Oeov aaynjpla^ 
^9 S^a>v tovre; oiSoT? avp arftipar^ X^P^ ' 

irov Be irivdo^ koX areuaryp^ ircaneKS)^ ovxw^^' 

W. W. F. 



AA<&NI2 OTK ET* AN TAAN. 

^^OLLE etenim nacti nos nutrimenta sub uno 
(^Vnum fonte pecus rivoque etfovimus umbra. 
Necdum perpetui mentis iuga panda patebant^ 
Vixque aperibat adhuc nictantia lumina Titan^ 
Mos erat ire simul per rura, tubamque cicadae 
Audire, aestivo quum rumperet aera cantu. 
Quas pecori gelid us ros nocte reponeret herbas 
Praebuimus ; donee mutaverat Hesperus ortus 
Nomina luciferi, Noctique incedit amicae 
Praevius. Interea non cessant carmina ruris. 
Quae divisa suis reddebat fistula culmis. 
Hispida membra movent Satyri ; nee multa morantur 
Festivam bifido choream pede plaudere Fauni : 
Damoetasque senex capitur dulccdinc Musae. 

J. F, D. 
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SpHE mists of Eternity loom^ 
tji White phantoms rise ghostly and damp. 
But lo ! the first daughter of Nature's womb. 
Shall scatter the flitting ghosts of the tomb — 
Shall banish those hovering shadows of gloom 
With the shafts from her golden lamp. 

The wave of Uncertainty flows ; 

Yet ne'er shall the billow-bound reef 
Shiver the plank of the brave bark which throws 
Her prow to the fog, as onward she goes 
To that dim, dark haven no pilot knows — 

No, believe not the black-robed thief. 

Dark spectres bewilder the gaze. 

Yet hear me, there 's nothing to fear ; 
On every misgiving I cast my rays. 
And the Daughter of Nature illumines the haze 
Of night, which o'ershadows the travellers' ways 
To the hills of the banished tear. 

So scoff at the fanatic's fire," 

He knows not what things he saith — 
The people are fools — ^the priest is a liar — 
I brighten each moment the soul draweth nigher 
To Life — but the death of Death I require 
Ere the spirit can know what is Death. 

On the border of that strange land, 

(Where the storm moans with sullen roar) 
In a bower of calm lightning I ever stand ; 
And behind are the regions of glistening sand. 
Which by snow-bright pinions are silently fann'd 
Round the home of the soul evermore. 
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Not long since a spirit most fair 

Alit from the hurricane's wing ; 
The surf-weed entangled his radiant hair ; 
Aweary at first, he laid him down there 
Where yon beautiful star sheds her gentle glare : 

'Twas of me that he used to sing* 

I dried the salt wave from his cheek. 
As there shone in his glorious gaze 
Such flashes of triumph ! he did not speak — 
As his eyes fell on me, so calm, so meek, 
I saw he had found what he long did seek 
And sing in his soul-thrilling lays. 

Now wild o'er our azure lake 

Sighs lowly his wonderful strain, 
And grandly our white-marbled caverns break 
Into echoes, whose voices his song doth awake 
With a touch, soft as that of the falling flake 

Which rouses the sleeping Main. 



M WO sides to a story ! One of mine 
& Points the lash of each poison'd line 
Of the famed Sixth Satire, our sex's shame 
Pilloried in a woman's name. 
Smooth flows the verse; and the scorpion muse. 
Rich in the rhetoric of the stews, 
Lingers each phase of vice to tell, 
Licking the foulness she loves so well. 



E. H. 
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Who knows not the picture Aquinas paints— 
(The Satirist's picture^ not the Saint's)-— 
The palace left at the midnight hour^ 
The orgies in lewd Lycisca's bower. 
When o'er the bosom, bedeck'd with gold. 
That cushioned an Smperor, hot eyes roU'd, 
The foul life's license of lust and wine — 
This tale the world has heard* Hear mitie. 

I was no Empress — ^uot mine the praise, 
"Bom in the purple" of Rome's last days — 
To cringe to eunuch or slave, and fret 
In a prison of courtly etiquette. 
But a Roman woman, whose grandsire died. 
As he fought and revell'd, at Sulla's side- 
Not more his heiress in name and land. 
Than in passionate heart and strong right hand. 

Mine the strength of the ancient Roman stamp. 
That swam the Tiber from Tarquin's camp- 
Aye, even the courage to match that one 
Who saved the city, and doom'd her son. 
Or her's who wept not her jewels twain 
Lavished and lost for Rome in vain, 
Unmoved in her love's imperial pride 
When Freedom tottered and Gracchus died. 

Or welcome had been a calmer life. 
The sweet home-ways of the Roman wife. 
Who spun the wool by the household fire. 
While her boys were piling the pine-blaze higher. 
At the hour of rest, when the day fulfils 
And the sun is low on the Sabine hills. 
Such life, such scenes, our Rome had then 
For the mothers and mates of her bravest men. 
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Yes ! had it pleased the gods above — 
One of those women that heroes love^ 
Good to be joined as gold with gold^ 
Pure with the strongs as brave with bold, 
Proud of a heart whose worth she knew. 
Giving in pledge of true love, true- 
To meet such love, be sure my own 
With mutual fires as bright had shone. 

What manner of hero had I for mate ? 
That pedant prince of the servile state. 
Bold with grammarians war to wage, 
Skiird in the lore of Numa's age. 
With whom faint heart and folly came, 
A double curse, to the Claudian name. 
Yet more cursed to me, whom Fortune gave 
To a freedman's client, a eunuch's slave. 

What cared I, then, for my place of pride. 
To empire wed, as the world is, wide. 
Though where I pass'd, to my service vow'd. 
Thirty legions their eagles bow'd. 
That life I brookM not. Soul-surfeit came — 
Wild quest of pleasure that knew not shame. 
Such passion-madness as ere the end 
To those they ruin the good gods send. 

For the gods ordain, since earth began. 
By perfect conditions the perfect man."^ 
Vice comes or virtue, good comes or sin. 
From the world without to the world within. 
Life's form must vary, itself the same — 
Cornelia's pride, Messaiina's shame. 
Through all whose passion, condemn who will, 
One voice of womanhood pleadeth still. 



C. P. M. 



• Plato. 
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vice-chancellor's prize poem, 1878. 

fNDER the shade of Wiuton's holy pile^ 
My hand upon some carving quaint and old. 
That thrilPd as ever the deep organ rollM 
His tide of music down the listening aisle, 

I stood, what time the evening sunset streamed 
Through stained window, while the solemn chant 
Now rose in strong-voiced power jubilant. 

Now dying in far distant murmurings seemed; 

Softly the tide of music ebb'd and fell. 
And gently stirr'd the banners waving high, 
As when the dark green sea-weed silently 

Moves to the pulsing of the ocean's swell ; 

And as I stood the music and the light 

And the sweet voices took my soul with peace. 
Such peace as when day*s weary jarrings cease 

Falls with the presence of the blessed night. 

Fierce gusts, methought, have never ruffled here 
These depths divine of everlasting calm. 
Which throb alone to some majestic psalm. 

Or quiver with the earnestness of prayer. 

And musing thus I saw beside me then, 
Carven on some grey tombstone, grim and cold. 
The image of a knight who bare of old 

His red-cross shield against the Saracen ; 




But here, I said, he findeth sure release. 
Hearing no clamour nor unrestful sound. 
Lying with folded arms in calm profound 

Through one long Sabbath of majestic peace. 

Yet saw I soon how all that face and form* 

Were hackM and hewn with battle-axe and sword. 
And as the music died away I heard 

Dull, distant sounds as of a coming storm ; 

And dimly could I see tall, rugged men. 

Armed to the teeth, come clanging down the aisle. 
Their heads unbared — and I could see them smile. 

Grim and defiant, with a stem disdain ; 

Then rose the clash of arms and fiercer cries, 
Till each high column and resounding vault 
HurPd echoing back again the loud assault 

Of din profane from those high sanctuaries. 

I bowM my head. No respite shall be known, 
I thought, from strife nor sorrow anywhere. 
But woe and lamentation fill the air — 

Crying from sunrise till the sun goes down. 

Then through the gloom that clouded all my thought 
Starlike there fell a voice, In vain, in vain ! 
Mortal, thou yeamest with immortal pain. 

Seeking for that which ever must be sought. 

*' Yea, in this great cathedral of the world 
fiuilded and lighted by no mortal hands. 
Whose vault into the Heaven of Heavens expands 

Around whose shrines the golden clouds are furlM 

* Cromwell's soldiers broke into and devastated Winchester Cathedral, hacking 
the tombs of the old knights, in the hopes of finding that they were made of gold 
or some other valuable metal. 
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Even here, toward heaven no unmixM music soars. 
What though the mighty organ of the sea 
Swells ever with majestic melody. 
Some one is moaning by his sounding shores ! 

" What though yon river's psalmody is clear 
Yet there is sadness mingled with his song. 
Somewhere his dark green grasses wave among 

The drowned tresses of a woman's hair ; — 

Yet is there comfort ; these be but the first 
Imperfect preludes — there is yet to come 
The strength of that immortal unison 
Whose final anthem on all ears shall burst.'' 

It ceased ; and lo ! I saw a dark array 

Silent and stately down the long aisles move. 
And ever gathering, as in some dim grove 

The shadows gather round the dying day ; — 

For all those ladies whose sad fates are bare 
On history's page or fabled in romance. 
Or those whose woes are the inheritance 

Of some great poet, all were gathered there. 

And many passed before me — well I knew 
Elach one ; for ever as they passed me by 
Sad eyes were turned upon me silently 

Speaking old woes and agonies anew ; 

One tall and stately, of a royal mien, 
Whose majesty no grief could violate. 
Bearing right on against an adverse fate 

The imperial sorrows of a tragic queen ; 
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And one with soft^ sad eyes and very pale. 
Whose head had bow'd before each angry blast 
And now like some frail lily droopM at last 

Broken and beautiful before the gale ; — 

But last came one around whose form was thrown 
Grief like a garment, and whose steps seemed slow 
With age, yet stately did her bearing show 

Majestic in her anguish and alone ; 

For sorrow crown-like round her brow was set — 
And in her face I read the woe of years — 
So pitiful, methought that Christ's own tears 

Might be the gems in that pale coronet ! 

Or e'er she spake I felt my hot blood glow. 
For I was sure that it was she whose name 
Branded in blood -red characters of shame 

Mars the broad glory of a nation's brow ! 

Then — ^for those clear eyes read mine inmost thought — 
The low sweet music of her voice I heard. 
So strangely sad that all my soul was stirr'd 

As by some plaintive air long since forgot 

So gently on mine ear those accents fell. 
As on some moon-lit beach the summer sea 
Breaks on through all the night melodiously. 

Kissing the light lips of each tender shell ; 

Soft as those echoes borne from faery dells 
Fall on our ears amid these troublous days. 
Those charmed vales where gentle Spenser strays, 

Ringing sweet changes on his silver bells ; 
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And she — " Since first into my trembling hands 
That deep mysterious cup of woe was given, 
Lo ! I have bow'd me to the will of heaven. 

Not murmuring at those divine commands ; 

" Bright was the morning of my life and fair. 
Yet ere the mid-day all the sky was red. 
Blood stained those crystal arches overhead. 

And Grod*s own sunlight seemed one lurid glare ; 

" Blood, for my lord, alas and woe the day ! 

Set his bold hand to that august decree,"^ 

Scorning all victims save the majesty 
Of England's royal monarch for a prey ! 

Then ere mine eyes with weeping for the King 
Were dry — lo ! the avengers' fateful hand 
Gave him swift death in a far distant land, 

And me long life and widow'd sorrowing. 

Sick grew my fancy, strong erewhile and free. 
The sun went down no longer as of old. 
Like some great galleon freighted all with gold 

Sinking in far-off depths of amber sea; — 

Night fell, but not as once it used to fall 

With dewy shades and soft descending gloom. 
But closing blackly round me like the tomb 

With darkness spread above me for a pall ; 

Not as of old, with music and with light. 

In gold and purple the young mom came down 
All glorious from his azure mountain throne 

Chasing with golden shafts the lingering night ; 

* The husband of the Lady Lisle was one of those who signed the death war- 
rant of Charles L He was subsequently murdered in France by some Royalists in 
revenge. 
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But pale and sickly rose the weary day ; 

Vainly through all those tears that dimmM mine eyes 
I sought that quivering arch against the skies^ 

Lit with one gleam of hope's prophetic ray; 

And I was traitress ! for I could not steel* 
My heart against my nature nor my kind. 
Traitress 1 because my sorrows could not find 

One spell to make this heart forget to feel 

Fearful they came by midnight, and I heard 

How men like sleuth hounds tracked them day by day — 
How should I bar my gates and turn away 

From those whose lives hung trembling on my word?'* 

J. T. C. H. 

{To caniinucd in next Kottabos.) 



to the editor of kottabos.'* 

Sir, 

On visiting Ailesbury Road to examine the antiquities 
recently found there, my attention was suddenly attracted by a 
piece of parchment which lay nearly buried in the soil. With 
that promptitude which invariably marks the true archaeologist, 
I appropriated and deciphered the precious document. It is 
evidently a lost chapter of Tacitus, containing a speech of that 
Irish chieftain whom he records {Agric. 24) to have entered the 

* The charge against Lady Lisle was that she had harboured two traitors after 
one of the battles in the Monmouth rebellion ; but it was never proved that she 
knew them to have been traitors. 
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And those great misfortunes of yours and mine^ 
The muflf you singed^ the muffler you lost. 

And the portrait of Shakspere, dear, divine. 
That we sold for our supper that time of frost. 

I was a beggar ; your alms were — love 

And a soft hand kiss'd for its bounty great. 

And we shared our chestnuts gaily enough. 
With a folio-Dante for table and plate. 

And the lightning-sweet of your lips, O rare ! 

Flashing bliss on mine in our bare abode. 
And you blushM, and escaped, and smoothM your hair. 

And I rested, stunn'd, as at sight of God. 

Don't you remember our happiness ? 

And our neat white frills, and despairing sighs 
That rose from our locked hearts' deep recess 

To the azure depth of the infinite skies ? 



I^EAR dreamer by the shattered castle-wall. 
With Mole a-dream above thee, Mulla thine. 
Hushing her waves to list the liquid line 
Murmur'd beside her, mellow, musical. 
Which, gathering through each stanza's rise and fall. 
Breaks at length long and lustrous, chief of mine ; 
Romeo of poets, with thy Rosaline 
To sigh to, till a Juliet lead thee thrall ; 
Hymner and limner of the beautiful. 
The pure, the noble ; friend of Sidney, friend 
Of Raleigh, and, it may have been, of one 
Greater than these ; clear hautboy in a lull 
Of organ-thunderings t' it boom and blend 
Magnificent around Eliza's throne. 



G. W. 




A. J. H. 




Now ready, 

H E E M A T H E N A. 

No. VI. 

Which completes Vol. III. 



KoTTABOs appears once every Term; in the first week of 
Fehuary, May, and November, 
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The following volumes of the Series are now ready : — 

An Introduction to the Systematic Zoology and Morpho- 
logy of Vertebrate Animals. By Alexandf' . t r^-rrp. 
M.D., Dubl., Prof, of Comparative AiuUomy^ Univ. Dul 

The Correspondence of Cicero : a revised T 
Prolegomena. — Vol. I., The Letters to the end o: 
Robert Y. Ttrkell, M.A., Fellow of Trinity Co' Regius Pir^ 

festor of Greek iii the University of Dtihlin, Price . . 

Essays in Political and Moral Philosophy. Br T. E. C 
Lesue, Hon. LL.D., Dubl., of Lincoln*^ Inu^ J' 
Examiner in Political Economy in the University 
of Jurispmdence and Political Economy, Queen's 1 

Six Lectures on Physical Geography. By 
Haugoton, M.D., Dubl., D.C.L., Oxon., F.R.S.» F 

College^ and Professor of Geology in the University of Dullh. i i 

The Parabola, Ellipse, and Hyperbola, treated Geor 
cally. By Robert Willum Griffin, A. M 
College^ Dublin, Price 6s, 

The Codex Rescriptus Dublinensis of St. Matthew's Gos* 

pel (Z). First published by Dr. Barrett in 1801. A n- 
Revised and Augmented. Also, Fragments of the Book ■ 
the LXX. Version, from an Ancient Palimpsest, now 
Together with a newly discovered Fragment of the C 
By T. K, Abbott, B.D., Fellow of Trinity College, a 
Biblical Greek in the University of Dvh^tn. Wir}. 
Faciiimiles. Price 2 Is. 

An Introduction to Logic. By Wm. IIenky S 
Professor of Moral Philosophy in the University oj . 

Fault. From the German of Goethe. By Thomas E. W: 

Regius Professor of Laws in the University of Dublin, i^ri 

The Mathematical and other Tracts of the In 
M*Cullagh. F.T.C.D., Professor of Natural P> 
University of Dublin, Now first collected, and edited in 
Jellett, B.D., and Rev. Samuel Haoghton, M.D., Felloxc 
College^ Dublin. Price 158. 



The following will appear shortly — 
The Veil of Isis.— By Tuomas E. Webb, LL.D., \ 
e Parmenides of Plato. By T. Maguire, LL.l^ 
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